• 


urpn^e 


MMtkM,/m^Mm^:ii)i^.  l^^^j^k 


i     I 


/  -■>  5- 


WIMY'S  BIG  SURPRISE 


mm  m  mnm 


by 
KEN   ANDERSON 


G)py right   1957  by 

Zondervan   Publishing   House 

Grand  Rapids,   Michigan 


ZONDERVAN      PUBLISHING      HOUSE 
Grand      Rapids,      Michigan 

Printed  in  the  United  States  of  America 


CHAPTER  ONE 


Winky  sprawled  out  in  the  shade  of  the  beautiful  pine 
tree  on  the  lawn  outside  the  ranch  house.  He  loved  this  pine 
tree.  It  was  his  favorite  of  all  the  trees  he  had  ever  seen. 
He  loved  it  so  much  that  Grandpa  Wilcox  said  one  day,  "I 
reckon  we'd  better  call  it  your  tree,  Winky.  Sure!  From  now 
on,  we'll  call  that  pine  Winky's  tree!" 

Winky  loved  his  grandfather  very  much.  You  probably 
remember  from  some  of  Winky's  other  adventures  that  he  and 
his  mother  were  staying  on  his  grandfather's  ranch.  They 
stayed  there  while  Winky's  father  worked  for  the  government 
down  in  South  America.  Winky,  as  you  may  already  know, 
was  only  his  nickname.  His  real  name  was  Warren  —  Warren 
Wilcox.  People  called  him  Winky  because  whenever  he 
thought  of  some  new  idea  or  got  into  the  middle  of  some 
exciting  adventure,  his  eyes  would  bhnk  and  twinkle  like 
everything. 

He  had  been  in  a  lot  of  adventures,  too.  Like  the  time  he 
and  his  gang  dug  for  buried  treasure  up  around  Prospector 
Pete's  cabin.  Or  the  time  they  chased  a  ghost  lion.  They 
found  an  enchanted  forest  once,  too.  And  only  last  winter, 
Winky  and  his  friends  thought  sure  they  had  discovered  the 
short-wave  radio  station  of  a  real  spy.* 

It  was  summertime  now.  School  was  out.  Winky  didn't 
see  his  friends  often.    One  of  them  was  Bobby  Anker,  his 

♦  In  the  books  Winky  Solves  a  Mystery;  Winky  and  the  Ghost.  Lion;  Winky 
in  the  Enchanted  Forest,  and  Winky  and  the  Short-Wave  Radio. 


special  friend.  Then  there  were  Mike  and  Annie  O'Grady, 
and  Donnie  and  Lucy  Sutherland.  All  of  these  children 
attended  a  little  country  school  with  Winky,  and  all  of  them 
lived  on  ranches  nearby. 

But  as  Winky  lay  resting  in  the  shade  this  morning  — for 
it  was  warm  and  he  was  comfortable  —  he  wasn't  thinking 
about  any  of  his  many  adventures.  He  wasn't  thinking  about 
any  of  his  friends.  He  wasn't  thinking  about  much  of  any- 
thing. And  it  is  a  pretty  sure  thing  he  didn't  have  the  slight- 
est idea  that  he  was  about  to  begin  one  of  the  most  exciting 
adventures  of  his  whole  life. 

In  fact,  he  had  just  about  fallen  asleep,  when  a  strange 
sound  came  from  the  road  which  ran  past  the  Wilcox  ranch. 
It  wasn't  a  strange  sound,  really,  but  it  seemed  strange  because 
Winky  hadn't  expected  to  hear  anything. 

It  was  the  beep  of  a  car  horn,  the  car  the  rural  mail 
carrier  drove. 

"Winky!"  the  mail  carrier  called.    ^'Better  come  running!" 

Winky  sat  up  and  rubbed  his  eyes  and  looked  toward  the 
road. 

"I  have  a  letter  for  you!"  The  mailman  was  a  real  friendly 
man,  and  all  the  people  liked  him.  He  liked  them,  too.  He 
especially  liked  Winky. 

"It's  from   South  America!    From  your  father!" 

If  he  had  been  a  jack  rabbit,  Winky  couldn't  have  jumped 
to  his  feet  any  faster  to  begin  bounding  toward  the  mailbox. 

"You  know,"  the  mailman  said  a  moment  later  as  Winky 
stood  beside  him,  "you're  a  fortunate  boy  — having  a  father 
way  out  in  South  America  to  write  you  letters."  He  handed 
the  envelope  to  Winky.  "Of  course,"  he  said,  "I  imagine 
you  would  much  rather  have  your  father  with  you  here  in 
Colorado.  I'd  like  to  meet  him  myself.  He  must  be  a  nice 
man." 

Winky   was   so   excited,   he   hardly   heard   what   the   mail 


carrier  was  saying.    "Thanks,"  he  mumbled  pohtely,  "thanks 
a  lot  for  the  letter." 

"Don't  thank  me,"  the  mailman  said,  chuckling.  He  began 
driving  away.  "Other  people  write  the  letters.  All  I  do  is 
deliver  them.    Good-by,  Winky!" 

"Good-by,"    Winky    returned    without    looking    up,    as    he 
eagerly  tore  open  the  envelope  and  took  out  the  letter. 
Dear  Winky, 

This  letter  will  have  to  he  written  in  a  hurry,  as  1  am 
quite  husy  these  days.  There  is  a  man  here  in  South 
America  who  wants  to  huy  a  ranch  in  Colorado.  I  am 
taking  care  of  all  the  arrangements  for  securing  this 
ranch,  and  naturally  I  can't  think  of  any  hetter  flace 
than  right  there  in  Colorado  where  you  are.  1  have 
written  to  a  real  estate  agent  at  the  county  seat,  and  he 
tells  me  there  is  a  ranch  for  sale  very  near  the  one 
Grandma  Wilcox  owns. 

It's  the  Silverman  ranch,  the  one  with  the  tumhle-down 
buildings  about  a  mile  from  where  you  live.  This  man 
plans  to  tear  down  all  the  buildings  and  build  a  beauti- 
ful house  and  barn  and  corral.  If  his  plans  all  work  out, 
and  I'm  sure  they  will,  he  will  have  one  of  the  most 
beautiful  ranches  in  all  Colorado. 

And  1  think  the  most  exciting  thing  of  all,  as  far  as  you 
are  concerned,  is  the  fact  that  Mr.  Swpadre  has  a  hoy 
just  your  age.   Now  isn't  that  exciting? 

If  there  should  be  anything  you  could  do  to  help  get 
this  ranch  ready  for  Mr.  Supadre  from  South  America, 
it  would  make  me  very  happy. 

Love, 
Dad 
Winky   stood   for   a   moment,    thinking.    He   looked   down 
the  road.  Across  a  small  hill  toward  the  east,  he  could  see  the 
tumble-down  buildings  of  the  old  Silverman  ranch.    No  one 


lived  there  now.  Other  ranchers  rented  some  of  the  land  for 
grazing.   But  most  of  the  property  lay  completely  unused. 

VVinky's  eyes  began  to  twinkle.  The  man  had  a  son  — a 
son  his  age  ...  a  boy  from  South  America.  This  really 
would   be   adventure! 

"Yikes!"  Winky  exclaimed,  as  he  turned  and  began  running 
toward  the  ranch  house.  He  was  so  excited,  he  nearly 
ran  over  Boston,  his  bulldog,  but  the  litde  animal  jumped 
nimbly  out  of  the  way.  He  seemed  to  sense,  too,  that  some- 
thing exciting  was  up,  for  he  barked  and  barked  as  they 
hurried   toward   the  house. 

"Mother!"  Winky  exclaimed,  hurrying  inside.  "I  got  a 
letter  from  Dad!  A  letter  from  South  America!" 

Winky's  mother  came  from  one  of  the  inside  rooms.  She 
had  a  big  smile  on  her  face. 

"Read  it,"  Winky  said,  handing  the  letter  to  his  mother. 
"There's  a  man  in  South  America.  His  name  is  Mr.  Supadro. 
He  wants  to  buy  a  ranch  here  in  America,  and  Dad  has 
recommended  that  he  buy  the  old  Silverman  ranch.  He  has 
a  boy,  a  boy  my  age.  Mom.    Won't  that  be  something?" 

Winky's  mother  chuckled.  She  put  down  the  letter,  which 
she  was  about  to  read,  and  looked  at  Winky. 

"Aren't  you  going  to  read  it?"  Winky  asked. 

"Why  should  I,"  his  mother  said,  smiling.  "You  have 
already  told  me  everything  that  is  in   it,  haven't  you?" 

Now  Winky  chuckled,  too.  "I  guess  I  did,"  he  said.  'Tm 
really  excited.  Mom.  Boy,  way  out  here  where  we  live  — now 
that  we  have  left  the  city  — you  don't  see  a  new  boy  often.  I 
wonder  if  he  can  ride.  A  pony,  I  mean.  I  wonder  if  he  speaks 
English.  Hey,  I  wonder  what  his  name  is.  His  last  name 
would  be  Supadre." 

"My,  you  are  excited!"  Winky's  mother  said.  "How  do  you 
ever  expect  me  to  answer,  when  you  fire  so  many  questions 
at  me  like  that?" 


"You  know  what  Tm  going  to  do,  Mom?  Tm  going  to 
saddle  up  Mustang  and  take  a  ride  over  and  have  a  look  at 
that  ranch.    Do  you  suppose  that  would  be  all  right?'* 

Just  then  Grandma  Wilcox  came  into  the  room.  "What*s 
all  the  excitement?"  she  said. 

"Winky  got  a  letter "  Winky's  mother  began. 

"From  South  America,  Grandma!"  Winky  broke  in,  although 
he  didn't  mean  to  be  impolite.  "It's  from  my  dad.  He  says 
a  man  down  there  wants  to  buy  a  ranch,  and  maybe  he'll  buy 
the  old  Silverman  ranch.  He's  got  a  boy!  Just  my  age, 
Grandma!" 

"Well,  now,"  Grandma  said,  her  eyes  twinkling  almost  as 
much  as  Winky's,  "won't  that  just  be  nice  though?" 

"Winky  thinks  he  would  like  to  take  a  ride  over  there  and 
have  a  look  at  the  ranch,"  Winky's  mother  said,  speaking  to 
Grandma  Wilcox.   "Don't  you  think  that  would  be  all  right? ' 

Grandma  Wilcox  walked  over  and  put  her  arm  across 
Winky's  shoulder.  She  gave  him  a  warm  hug,  because  she 
loved  him  very  much.  He  loved  her,  too.  "I  think  that  would 
be  just  exactly  the  thing  to  do,"  Grandma  Wilcox  said. 


CHAPTER  TWO 


Like  a  tumbleweed  bounding  along  in  the  path  of  a  merry 
breeze,  Winky  ran  out  of  the  house  and  across  the  ranch 
yard  and  down  to  the  corral.  He  crawled  up  onto  the  corral 
gate,  so  he  could  look  out  across  the  ranch.  There,  far  in 
the  distance,  he  saw  Mustang.  Mustang  was  not  only  his 
pony,  but  one  of  the  friendliest,  wisest  animals  Winky  had 
ever  seen.  Grandpa  Wilcox  had  given  the  pony  to  Winky 
when  he  first  came  to  this  ranch. 


"Mustang!"  he  called  at  the  top  of  his  voice.  "Hike!  Hike! 
Hike!    Here,  Mustang!    Here,  boy!" 

The  pony  was  enjoying  a  delicious  summer  lunch  of  sweet 
green  grass,  and  he  didn't  want  to  be  bothered.  But  Mustang 
wasn't  an  ordinary  pony.  He  loved  his  master  and  loved  to 
obey  him.  So  as  soon  as  he  heard  Winky's  voice,  he  lifted  his 
head  and  perked  up  his  ears. 

"Come  here,  boy!"  Winky  called. 

Before  you  could  snap  your  finger,  Mustang  broke  inlo 
a  gallop  and  came  running  toward  the  corral. 

Winky  had  seen  his  pony  obey  him  like  this  many  times 
before,  but  it  always  made  him  happy.  Deep  down  in  his 
heart,  he  prayed  a  prayer  of  thanks  to  God  for  letting  him 
have  such  a  wonderful  pony.  Of  course,  he  was  thankful  for 
many  other  things,  too.  He  was  thankful  that  he  lived  here 
on  the  ranch,  right  next  to  the  beautiful  Colorado  Rockies. 
He  was  thankful  for  Grandpa  and  Grandma  Wilcox,  who 
owned  the  ranch.  He  was  thankful  for  his  mother  and  father, 
too.  But  more  than  anything  else,  Winky  was  thankful  be- 
cause he  knew  for  sure  he  was  one  of  God's  own  children. 
Sometimes  he  found  it  hard  to  believe  that  he  had  once 
tried  to  run  away  from  God.* 

Clacketyl  Clacketyl  Ka-lumfl  Ka-lumfl  Mustang's  hoofs  beat 
out  a  pleasant  rhythm,  like  the  beating  of  drums,  as  the  pony 
hurried  toward  his  master.  In  just  a  few  moments,  he  came 
bursting  into  the  corral.  He  dug  his  feet  into  the  soft  dirt,  to 
stop  before  hitting  the  corral  fence,  and  a  big  cloud  of  dust 
lifted  up  toward  Winky. 

"Hey,  Mustang!"  Winky  called,  laughing.  "Take  it  easy!  I 
should  have  named  you  Dust-maker!"  When  he  leaped 
down  from  the  fence  and  opened  the  corral  gate.  Mustang 
came  to  him.  The  beautiful  pony  nuzzled  his  nose  against 
Winky's  check,  and  Winky  petted  him. 

*  You  can  read  about  this  in  the  book  Winky,  Lost  in  the  Rockies. 
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"Good  boy,  Mustang!"  Winky  praised.  He  took  a  lump 
of  sugar  from  his  pocket  and  gave  it  to  the  pony.  Mustang 
loved  sugar  lumps,  so  Winky  usually  carried  one  or  two  in  his 
pocket.  "Into  the  barn.  We've  got  some  important  investi- 
gating to  do." 

Mustang  raised  his  head  and  sniffed  the  warm  summer  air. 

"It's  not  a  mystery  this  time,"  Winky  said.  'It's  not  even 
an  adventure,  really.  There's  a  new  boy  coming  to  live  near 
here.    How  about  that,  Mustang?" 

Winky  led  the  way  now,  as  the  two  trotted  to  the  barn. 
There  Winky  threw  on  Mustang's  saddle,  put  on  his  bridle, 
and  leading  the  pony  once  more  outside,  mounted  and  rode 
away. 

He  did  not  go  to  the  Silverman  ranch  right  away,  however. 
First,  he  rode  over  to  Bobby  Anker's  home.  Bobby  had  just 
finished  mowing  the  lawn  as  Winky  rode  up. 

"Hey,  Bobby!"  Winky  called.  "Saddle  up  your  pony,  and 
go  with  me  for  a  ride!" 

"What's  up?"  Bobby  asked.  "Sounds  like  something  excit- 
ing!" 

"It  is!"  Winky  told  his  friend. 

"What?" 

"Haven't  you  heard  about  the  Silverman  ranch?" 

Bobby  shook  his  head.  "Haven't  heard  a  thing,"  he  said. 
"Is  it  supposed  to  be  haunted  or  something?" 

"Someone's  buying  it." 

"Who?" 

"A  man  from  South  America."  Bobby  came  over  beside 
Winky  now.  "There's  a  man  down  there  who  wants  to  buy 
a  ranch  in  America.  He  asked  my  dad  about  it.  My  dad 
wrote  back  to  a  real  estate  agent  at  the  county  seat,  and  he 
told  him  the  Silverman  ranch  was  for  sale.  This  man  wants 
to  buy  it.  And  you  know  something,  Bobby?  He's  got  a  boy 
our  age!" 
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"Hey!"  Bobby  exclaimed.  "That  is  good  news!  What's  the 
boy's  name?" 

"I  don't  know,"  Winky  said.  "But  the  man's  name  is  Mr. 
Supadre.  Isn't  that  a  funny  name?  Of  course,  I  don't  suppose 
it's  funny  down  in  South  America,  where  they  have  names  hke 
that.   It  surely  seems  funny  up  here." 

"Mr.  Soo  .  .  .  what?"  Bobby  asked. 

"Supadre,"  Winky  answered. 

"Soo-pa-drey,"  Bobby  repeated  slowly.  "It  will  take  me  a 
while  to  learn  that  one.  What's  his  first  name?" 

"I  don't  know,"  Winky  answered.  "Maybe  they  don't  have 
first  names  down  in  South  America." 

"Sure  they  do,"  Bobby  said.  "How  about  that  man  Simon 
Bolivar  we  studied  about  in  school?  He  was  from  South 
America.  He  led  the  fight  for  independence  from  Spain. 
Remember?" 

Winky  nodded. 

"It  sure  would  be  fun  to  know  that  boy*s  first  name,  Winky. 
They  have  different  names  from  ours."  Bobby  scratched  his 
head.  "I  read  a  story  about  a  South  American  boy.  His  name 
was  Pedro,  and  he  had  a  brother  named  Juan.  My  mother 
said  that's  the  Spanish  way  of  pronouncing  Peter  and  John." 

"Saddle  up  your  pony,"  Winky  said.  "Let's  go  over  and 
have  a  look  at  the  Silverman  ranch.  You  see,  I  got  a  letter 
from  my  dad  today,  and  he  said  that  all  the  buildings  are 
going  to  be  torn  down  and  they're  going  to  build  a  beauti- 
ful ranch  house  and  barn  and  corral.  It's  really  going  to  l>e 
neat.  I  just  thought  it  would  be  kinda  fun  to  look  the  place 
over  and  figure  out  where  maybe  we  would  build  a  house  or 
a  bam  or  corral  if  we  were  doing  it." 

"Sure,"  Bobby  said,  "my  pony's  out  in  the  corral.  I'll  have 
him  saddled  in  a  jiffy." 

In  a  few  moments,  Bobby  and  Winky  headed  down  the  lane 
and  on  to  the  road  leading  to  the  Silverman  ranch. 
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"A  boy  our  age,  you  say?"  Bobby  asked,  as  they  galloped  on 
their  way. 

'That's  right,  Bobby." 

"Do  you  suppose  he  speaks  English,  Winky?" 

'That's  what  I  was  wondering." 

"Well,  if  he  doesn't,  I  guess  he  can  learn,"  Bobby  said. 
"He'll  have  to  learn,  if  he's  going  to  school  here  in  our  country. 
I  wouldn't  mind  learning  a  little  Spanish.  I  guess  maybe  I  do 
know  a  few  Spanish  words.  Boo-nus  Dee-usl  I  think  that 
means  it's  a  nice  day.    Something  like  that." 

"Hey!"  Winky  exclaimed.  "That  boy  could  teach  us 
Spanish  while  we  teach  him  English!" 

"Sure!"  Bobby  agreed.  "My  dad  knows  a  man  who  came 
to  this  country  from  Germany.  He  couldn't  speak  a  word 
of  English.  He  met  a  real  nice  girl  here,  and  she  taught  him 
English  while  he  taught  her  German.  They  fell  in  love 
and  got  married.  He  proposed  in  English  and  she  said  yes 
in  German." 

"That's  interesting,  Bobby." 

"I  think  it  would  be  fun  learning  another  language, 
Winky." 

"So  do  I." 

They  rode  on  a  bit  farther  without  speaking. 

Then  Bobby  asked,  "You  say  they're  going  to  build  a  new 
house  and  barn  and  everything?" 

Winky  nodded. 

"Boy,  wouldn't  you  like  to  move  to  a  new  ranch?  Our 
ranch  is  nice,  I  like  it  fine.  But  it  sure  would  be  a  lot  of  fun 
to  live  on  a  brand  new  one.  New  house.  New  barn.  New 
corral.    Wow!" 

"You  hardly  ever  hear  of  a  new  ranch,"  Winky  said.  "I 
don't  remember  how  old  Grandpa  Wilcox  said  our  ranch 
house  is.  It's  old,  though.  I  guess  you  can  tell  that  just  by 
looking  at  it.    Like  you   say,   though,   our  houses  are  nice. 
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But  it  sure  would  be  nice  to  live  on  a  new  ranch,  with  a  new 
house  and  barn  and  corral  and  everything.  I  wonder  what 
the  man  is  going  to  do  for  livestock.  Do  you  suppose  he'll 
ship  in  some  cattle  from  South  America?" 

"Maybe,"  Bobby  said.  "But  that  would  be  rather  expensive 
I  would  think." 

"They  have  good  cattle  down  there,"  Winky  said.  "Down 
in  Argentina  they  raise  beef  as  good  as  we  have  here." 

Winky  was  going  to  say  some  more,  but  they  had  come 
within  sight  of  the  Silverman  ranch  buildings.  There,  by 
the  old  ranch  house,  stood  two  automobiles.  One  of  them  be- 
longed to  Grandpa  Wilcox. 

"Hey!"   Bobby   exclaimed.    "That's   your   grandpa's   car!" 

Winky's  eyes  really  began  to  twinkle  now.  "Do  you  suppose 
he  has  something  to  do  with  getting  that  ranch  ready?  Hey, 
Bobby,  wouldn't  that  be  great?  Boy,  then  we  could  watch 
them  build  the  house  and  barn  and  everything!  Maybe 
we  could  even  help!" 

"Giddap!"  Bobby  urged  his  pony.  "Come  on,  Winky!  Let's 
see  if  we  can  find  out!" 


CHAPTER  THREE 

As  Winky  and  Bobby  came  riding  full  speed  onto  the 
Silverman  ranch,  Grandpa  Wilcox  and  another  man  stood 
talking.  Grandpa  Wilcox  pointed  out  across  the  range  land, 
and  the  man  nodded  his  head.  Then,  as  the  boys  approached, 
they  turned  to  see  who  was  coming. 

"Whoa!"  Winky  called,  pulling  Mustang  to  a  halt.  Bobby 
stopped  his  pony,  too. 

"Winky!"  Grandpa  Wilcox  exclaimed.  "What's  up?  Did 
Grandma  send  you  over  with  a  message  or  something?" 
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Winky  shook  his  head.  'We're  just  curious,  Grandpa.  I 
got  a  letter  from  my  dad  today  .  .  .  from  South  America  .  .  . 
and  he  told  me  about  someone  down  there  wanting  to  buy 
this  ranch." 

"He   said    this   man    has    a    boy   our   age/'    Bobby    added. 

"That's  right,"  Grandpa  Wilcox  said,  looking  at  Bobby. 
"He's  got  a  boy  just  about  your  age,  Bobby.  Just  about  exactly, 
I'd  say."  Now  Grandpa  Wilcox  turned  to  the  man  beside  him. 
'This  boy  here  is  my  grandson.  We  call  him  Winky.  His 
friend  is  Bobby  Anker,  from  the  Anker  ranch  down  the  road." 

"Then  Winky  must  be  the  one  this  man  has  mentioned, 
when  he  has  written  to  me  about  the  real  estate  arrangement," 
the  strange  man  said. 

Grandpa  Wilcox  cleared  his  throat.  'That's  right,"  he  said. 
He  turned  to  Winky,  "He  means  your  father.  Your  father 
is  the  one  who  is  taking  care  of  the  arrangements  for  buying 
the  ranch.  Oh,  Winky  and  Bobby,  this  man  is  Mr.  Yates  of 
the  Dennis  Real  Estate  firm  down  at  the  county  seat." 

"I'm  glad  to  meet  you,"  Winky  said,  politely. 

Bobby  nodded  his  head  and  smiled  but  did  not  speak. 

"These  boys  are  going  to  be  mighty  excited,  Mr.  Yates, 
when  this  .  .  .  ah  .  .  .  this  .  .  .  what  was  the  fellow's  name 
agam? 

"You  mean  the  man  from  South  America?"  Winky  asked. 
'The  man  who  wants  to  buy  the  ranch?  His  name  is  Mr. 
Supadre." 

Grandpa  Wilcox's  eyes  widened.  "You  know  it?"  he 
exclaimed. 

"My  dad  told  me  the  name  in  his  letter,"  Winky  explained. 

"Oh,"  Grandpa  said.  He  thought  a  moment.  "From  all  I've 
ever  been  able  to  understand,  this  Mr.  Supadre  is  a  fine  per- 
son. I'm  sure  he'll  not  only  be  a  good  rancher  but  a  good 
neighbor,   too." 

"Sure    he    will,"    Bobby    said.     "Otherwise    Winkys    dad 
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wouldn't  have  recommended  this  ranch  here.  Isn't  that  right, 
Winky?" 

Winky  nodded. 

Mr.  Yates  spoke  now.  "I'm  sure  he'll  be  a  good  neighbor. 
I've  never  met  this  .  .  .  Mr.  Su— "  He  thought  a  moment. 
'That's  funny.    His  name  slips  my  mind,  too." 

"Supadre,"  Winky  said.  It  made  him  sort  of  happy  to  think 
that  he  could  remember  the  man's  name  when  even  the  real 
estate  agent  couldn't. 

"Yes,  of  course,"  Mr.  Yates  said.  "Mr.  Supadre.  Well,  as 
I  was  saying,  I've  never  met  Mr.  Supadre,  but  from  what 
I've  heard,  he  must  be  a  fine  person." 

"Have  you  ever  met  my  dad?"  Winky  asked. 

"No,"  Mr.  Yates  said,  "no,  I  haven't,  I've  written  letters 
to  him,  but  I  haven't  met  him." 

All  was  quiet  for  a  moment.  Winky  looked  out  across  the 
ranch.  "I  wish  it  were  Dad  coming  back  to  buy  a  ranch," 
he   said. 

"What's  the  matter,  Winky?"  Grandpa  asked.  He  acted 
as  though  he  might  be  a  httle  bit  hurt.  "Don't  you  hke  living 
on  my  ranch?" 

"Oh,  sure,  Grandpa,"  Winky  said.  "I  like  to  live  with  you. 
It's  just  that  .  .  ." 

Grandpa  chuckled.  "I  understand,  Winky.  I  was  only 
teasing.  You  get  lonesome  for  your  dad.  He's  a  mighty  nice 
man,  so  I  don't  blame  you.  Well,  he'll  be  coming  home  one  of 
these  days."  Then  Mr.  Wilcox  changed  the  subject.  "Winky," 
he  said,  "your  father  says  this  rancher  wants  me  to  take  care 
of  all  the  details  of  getting  things  arranged  here.  It  looks 
like  it's  going  to  be  up  to  me  to  see  to  it  that  the  buildings 
are  all  put  up  before  Mr.  .  .  .  uh  .  .  .  Mr.  Supadre  arrives." 

"The  house,  barn  and  all?"  Winky  asked  eagerly. 

"That's  right,  Winky." 

Winky  turned   to   Bobby.    "Hey,   then   we  will  get   to  be 
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around  when  all  these  buildings  go  up!  How  about  that, 
Bobby?" 

"Yikes!"    was    all    Bobby    could    say. 

Mr.  Yates  cleared  his  throat.  "Of  course,"  he  said,  "your 
grandfather  will  be  paid  for  all  his  efforts.  That  is,  I  presume 
he's  going  to  be  paid." 

"Oh,  yes,"  Grandpa  Wilcox  agreed.  "I'm  going  to  be  paid 
well." 

"Then  this  Mr.  Supadre  must  be  a  wealthy  man,"  Winky 
said. 

"Well,  now,"  Grandpa  Wilcox  said,  "I  guess  you  might 
say  he's  one  of  the  wealthiest  men  in  the  world." 

"Wow!"   Bobby   exclaimed. 

"If  he's  so  wealthy,  why  is  he  coming  to  this  country, 
Grandpa?" 

"Because  his  wealth  is  all  in  this  country,  Winky." 

Winky  scratched  his  head.    He  couldn't  quite  understand. 

"You  mean,  he  owns  other  property  in  this  country,  Mr. 
Wilcox?"  Bobby  asked.  "Has  Mr.  Supadre  been  in  the 
United  States  before?" 

Grandpa  Wilcox  laughed.  "I  guess  you'd  better  ask  him 
those  questions  yourself  when  he  comes,  Bobby." 

"What  if  he  doesn't  speak  English?"  Bobby  asked.  "I  can't 
speak  Spanish,  although  I  sure  would  like  to  learn.  Hey, 
Winky,  we  ought  to  buy  a  Spanish  book  and  try  to  learn 
a  few  words." 

"If  Mr.  Supadre  has  property  in  this  country,  he  surely 
has  been  here,"  Winky  said.  "And  if  he  has  been  in  this 
country,  then  surely  he  speaks  English.  They  teach  English 
in  schools  all  over  the  world." 

"Of  course,  Mr.  Supadre  speaks  English,"  Grandpa  said. 
"How  else  could  he  write  to  Mr.  Yates  to  ask  about  buying 
a  ranch?" 
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"But  I  thought  it  was  my  dad  who's  been  writing  about  the 
ranch." 

"Well,"  Grandpa  Wilcox  said,  "of  course,  Mr.  Yates  has  re- 
ceived letters  from  your  father.  He  has  received  letters 
from    Mr.    Supadre." 

"Then  maybe  his  son  does  speak  English,  Winky,"  Bobby 
said. 

"Maybe,"  Winky  agreed. 

"Well,"  Mr.  Yates  said,  "I  guess  that's  about  all  the 
arrangements  I  need  to  make  here.  The  papers  will  all  be 
officially  signed  in  a  few  days,  and  building  can  get  under- 
way. I'll  have  to  be  getting  back  to  my  office,  Mr.  Wilcox/' 
He  put  out  his  hand  and  shook  hands  with  Winky's  grand- 
father. "If  there's  anything  else,  I'll  get  in  touch  with  you. 
Or  you  can  call  me." 

"Sure,  Mr.  Yates,"  Grandpa  Wilcox  said.  He  walked  with 
Mr.  Yates  over  to  his  car,  and  the  two  men  spoke  to  each 
other. 

Winky  and  Bobby  couldn't  hear  what  they  were  saying. 
They  didn't  even  try  to  hear,  because  they  were  so  excited. 

"Think  of  it,  Winky,"  Bobby  said,  "a  wealthy  man  from 
South  America  coming  to  buy  the  ranch  right  near  us.  May- 
be he'll  have  beautiful  horses  and  lots  of  cattle  and—"  Bobby 
pushed  back  his  cowboy  hat  and  rubbed  his  forehead.  "Hey, 
Winky,  maybe  he'll  bring  some  of  those  beautiful  South 
American  pinto  ponies." 

Winky  began  to  laugh. 

"What're   you   laughing   about?" 

"I  was  just  thinking  how  funny  it  would  be  if  all  he 
brought  up  was  a  whole  herd  of  burros.  You  know,  Bobby, 
the  kind  they  use  for  all  the  mountain  climbing  and  such. 
Hey,  maybe  we  could  use  a  couple  of  burros  for  doing  some 
exploring  in  the  mountains  here." 

Winky  turned  now  toward  the  beautiful  Rocky  Mountains. 
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Snowcap,  his  favorite  of  them  all,  stood  tall  and  proud  in  the 
light  of  the  summer  sun.  A  crown  of  snow  covered  its  lofty 
peak  like  a  tight  woolen  cap. 

"Has  Mr.  Supadre  sent  the  plans  for  the  house  and  the 
bam,  Mr.  Wilcox?"  Bobby  asked. 

"Not  yet,"  Grandpa  Wilcox  answered.  "We'll  be  getting 
to  work  on  those  projects  before  long.  The  final  papers 
haven't  been  signed  yet,  turning  the  ranch  over  to  Mr. 
Supadre.  They  will  be  any  day  now.  Then  we  can  get  to 
work  on  the  building." 

"You're  going  to  be  the  one  in  charge?"  Winky  asked. 

"That's    right,    Winky." 

"Boy,  I  wish  we  could  help  you,"  Bobby  said. 

"I'd  be  glad  to  have  you  help,"  Grandpa  Wilcox  told  him. 

"No  fooling?"  Bobby  exclaimed. 

"Would  you  really  let  us  help,  Grandpa?"  Winky  asked. 
His  eyes  began  to  twinkle.  "You  mean,  we  can  maybe  even 
work  on  some  of  the  buildings?" 

"You  surely  may,"  Grandpa  Wilcox  answered.  "In  fact, 
we'll  need  some  extra  help.  Mr.  Supadre  expects  to  be  here 
by  the  latter  part  of  August  at  the  latest,  and  we  would  like 
to  have  everything  finished.   We  don't  have  much  time." 

"I  wonder  what  kind  of  house  he's  going  to  build,"  Bobby 
mused. 

"It  will  be  a  nice  one,"  Grandpa  Wilcox  said. 

"What  I  wonder  about  is  his  boy,"  Winky  said.  "What's 
his  boy's  name.  Grandpa?    Do  you  know?" 

"Oh,  I'm  sure  he  has  a  name,"  Grandpa  said,  chuckling. 

Winky  laughed  a  little  bit,  too.  "It's  probably  one  of  thobe 
South  American  names." 

"Maybe  his  name  is  Jose,"  Bobby  said,  "or  Francisco.  I  just 
remembered  them,  too,  from  that  book  I  told  you  about." 

"What  I  wonder  is  if  he's  a  Christian  boy  .  .  .  like  you  and 
I  are,  Bobby." 
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Bobby  turned  now  to  Grandpa  Wilcox.  "Do  you  suppose 
Mr.  Supadre's  son  is  a  Christian,  Mr.  Wilcox?" 

Grandpa  Wilcox  did  not  answer  for  a  moment.  Then, 
scratching  his  chin  as  he  turned  away,  he  said,  "Well,  Bobby, 
I  suppose  you  could  ask  him  — when  Mr.  Supadre  gets  here, 
that  is." 

"What  about  Mr.  Supadre's  wife?"  Winky  asked.  "If  he  has 
a  son,  he  must  have  a  wife." 

"Hey,  Winky!  Maybe  he  has  some  other  children,  too! 
They  could  all  join  our  gang!" 

"Does  he  have  other  children,  Grandpa?"  Winky  asked. 

"Boys  or  girls?"  Bobby  asked. 

"Now  look,  Bobby  and  Winky,"  Grandpa  Wilcox  said, 
"wouldn't  it  spoil  the  adventure  if  you  knew  the  answers  to 
all  your  questions?  Wouldn't  it  be  more  interesting  to  just 
wait  and  see?" 

"I  guess  we  shouldn't  bother  you,  Mr.  Wilcox,"  Bobby 
said.    "You've  got  a  lot  of  things  to  think  about." 

"Bother  me?"  Grandpa  Wilcox  chuckled.  "A  couple  of  nice 
boys  like  you?    How  could  you  ever  bother  me?" 

Grandpa  Wilcox  got  into  his  car.  Just  before  he  closed 
the  door  and  started  the  motor,  he  said,  "It's  about  time  to  eat, 
isn't  it,  Winky?  At  least  my  tummy  says  it  is.  I'll  see  you  at 
home." 

As  Grandpa  Wilcox  drove  away,  Bobby  and  Winky  urged 
their  ponies  into  a  lazy  gallop  on  out  to  the  road. 

"Boy,  Bobby,"  Winky  said.  "I  don't  think  I've  ever  been 
so  excited  before  in  all  my  life!" 

"Same  here,  Winky!" 
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CHAPTER  FOUR 


The  next  day  was  Sunday,  and  on  Sundays  Grandpa  and 
Grandma  Wilcox  and  Winky's  mother  and  Winky  always 
went  to  church  and  Sunday  school.  In  fact,  Sunday  was 
Winky's  favorite  day.  For  he  loved  to  go  to  the  litde 
church  in  Foothills.  Foothills,  as  you  will  probably  remember, 
is  the  name  of  the  little  village  not  far  from  the  Wilcox  ranch. 
They  had  a  fine  minister  at  the  church  in  Foothills.  Winky 
and  all  the  members  of  his  gang  attended.  They  were  all 
Christians,  which  makes  a  lot  of  difference  whether  some- 
one enjoys  going  to  church  or  not. 

Winky  and  Bobby  told  the  other  members  of  the  gang 
all  the  big  news  about  the  Silverman  ranch,  as  they  talked 
together  just  before  time  for  Sunday  school  to  begin,  and 
Mike  and  Donnie  and  Annie  and  Lucy  all  said  they  wanted 
to  help  get  the  ranch  ready  for  Mr.  Supadre  and  his  family, 
too. 

"Ask  your  grandpa  if  there  is  any  way  we  can  help,  won't 
you,  Winky?"»  Lucy  asked. 

*Tve  helped  with  some  carpentering  around  our  ranch," 
Mike  said. 

"So  have  I,"  chimed  in  Donnie.  "I  can  pound  nails." 

His  sister  laughed.  "Last  time,  you  pounded  your  finger 
with  a  hammer.   Remember?" 

"Aw!"  Donnie  pouted  just  a  little. 

"I  was  just  teasing,"  his  sister  said. 

At  the  morning  service,  the  minister  read  some  verses  from 
the  Bible  which  Winky  had  never  really  thought  much  about 
before.   They  were  from  the  third  chapter  of  First  John. 
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Hereby  ^perceive  we  the  love  of  God,  "because  he 
laid  down  his  life  for  us:  and  we  ought  to  lay  down 
our  lives  for  the  brethren.  But  whoso  hath  this 
world's  good,  and  seeth  his  brother  have  need,  and 
shutteth  up  his  bowels  of  compassion  from  him,  how 
dwelleth  the  love  of  God  in  him?  My  little  children, 
let  us  not  love  in  word,  neither  in  tongue;  but  in 
deed  and  in  truth. 

"More  than  anything  else,"  the  minister  said,  "this  world 
needs  to  see  the  love  of  God  through  His  children,  those 
who  have  received  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  as  their  personal 
Saviour.  The  one  sin  which  separates  men  from  God  is  the 
rejection  of  Jesus  Christ.  Next  to  this  sin,  I  believe  that  the 
worst  sins  are  greed  and  selfishness  and  hatred.  One  cannot 
be  greedy  or  selfish  or  have  hate  in  his  heart  and  still  show 
forth  the  love  of  God. 

"God  may  not  ask  any  of  you  to  lay  dovm  your  lives,  as 
some  of  His  children  have  done-  But  what  about  verse 
seventeen  in  my  text?  But  whoso  hath  this  world's  good,  and 
seeth  his  brother  have  need,  and  shutteth  up  his  bowels  of 
compassion  from  him,  how  dwelleth  the  love  of  God  in  him? 
We  must  remember  that  the  early  Christians,  those  who  lived 
just  after  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  was  upon  this  earth,  shared 
all  of  their  possessions  with  each  other.  It  would  still  be 
that  way  among  Christians  if  greed  and  selfishness  had  not 
come  in. 

"I'm  grateful  to  God  for  the  many  fine  boys  and  girls  in  my 
audience  this  morning."  It  seemed  as  if  the  minister  was  look- 
ing right  at  Winky,  and  Winky  was  listening  as  he  had  never 
hstened  to  a  sermon  before.  "You,  my  dear  boys  and  girls,  can 
learn  early  in  your  lives  a  wonderful  truth.  It  is  a  little 
saying  which  we  have  in  our  home.  It  goes  like  this:  'It  is 
selfish  to  be  unselfish.'  Do  you  know  what  that  means?  I'll 
tell  you  what  it  means.   In  the  Book  of  Galatians,  God  says, 
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Be  not  deceived;  God  is  not  mocked:  for  whatsoever  a  man 
soweth,  that  shall  he  also  reaf.  For  he  that  soweth  to  his 
flesh  shall  of  the  flesh  reaf  corruption;  hut  he  that  soweth  to 
the  Sfirit  shall  of  the  S'pirit  reaf  life  everlasting.  And  let  us 
not  he  weary  in  well  doing:  for  in  due  season  we  shall  reap, 
if  we  faint  not.  You  see,  many  people  think  this  verse  merely 
means  that  those  who  sow  wicked  deeds  shall  reap  the  same. 
But  He  also  promises  that  those  who  sow  goodness  shall  reap 
goodness.  That  is  why  it  is  selfish  to  be  unselfish.  For  if  you 
are  unselfish  to  others,  then  others  will  be  unselfish  to  you. 
But,  even  more  important,  God  will  reward  you  for  your 
unselfishness,  if  it  is  done  for  His  glory." 

The  words  went  over  and  over  in  Winky's  mind  .  .  .  those 
words  from  the  Bible  .  .  .  and  he  was  still  thinking 
about  them  when  he  got  home  from  church. 

"Don't  you  feel  well,  VVinky?"  his  mother  asked. 

"I   feel   fine.   Mom." 

Panhandle,  one  of  the  cowboys  on  the  Wilcox  ranch, 
spoke  up.  "If  you  ask  me,  I'd  say  Winky  must  be  planning 
on  some  kind  of  adventure."  Panhandle  gave  Winky  a  friendly 
pat  on  the  back.   "Is  that  right?" 

Winky  looked  up  at  Panhandle  and  smiled  but  didn't  say 
anything. 

"What'll  it  be  this  time?"  Panhandle  drawled.  "A  mystery 
or  a  rescue?  I  haven't  seen  any  Gypsies*  camped  around  here. 
Have  you,  Grandpa  Wilcox?" 

Grandpa  shook  his  head,  "No,  I  haven't.  Panhandle." 

"How  about  letting  us  in  on  the  secret,  Winky?"  the 
cowboy  asked. 

"I  don't  have  anything  special  in  mind,"  Winky  said. 

"What  is  it,  then?"  Panhandle  asked. 

Winky  was  silent  for  a  moment.  Then  he  said,  "Well,  IVe 

♦  Be  sure  to  read  the  book,   Winky  Meets  the  Gypsies. 
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been  sort  of  thinking  about  the  sermon  the  minister  gave  this 
morning." 

"Say,  now,"  Panhandle  said  seriously,  "it  was  a  good  sermon, 
wasn't  it?  It  even  set  old  Panhandle  to  thinking.  You  know, 
that  really  is  something,  what  he  said  about  it  being  selfish  to 
be  unselfish.  It's  true.  If  a  Christian  is  good  to  other  people, 
it's  sure  to  come  back  to  him.  Double  and  more  of  what  he 
gave  out.  Even  though  people  might  not  be  good  to  him, 
the  blessings  God  will  give  him  are  more  than  all  the  people 
in  all  the  world  could  give.  Yes,  sir,  that's  really  something 
to  think  about." 

"I'm  glad  the  sermon  was  a  blessing  to  you,"  Winky's  mother 
said  quietly.    "I'm  very  glad." 

There  was  something  about  the  way  his  mother  spoke  that 
made  VVinky  feel  all  warm  and  good  inside.  She  came  over 
to  place  a  kiss  on  his  forehead,  then  turned  to  go  to  the  kitchen 
and  help  Grandma  Wilcox  finish  preparations  for  the  noon 
meal. 

"I'm  glad  too,  Winky,"  Grandpa  said.  "I  just  wish  I  had 
been  as  anxious  to  please  the  Lord  when  I  was  a  boy  your 
age. 

Panhandle  spoke  now.  "Think  how  happy  Winky  is  going 
to  be  when  he  grows  up." 

"It'll  be  just  like  the  minister  told  us  in  church  this 
morning,"  Grandpa  said.  "The  more  Winky  seeks  to  glorify 
the  Lord  while  he  is  young,  the  happier  he  will  be  when  he 
grows  up." 

Winky  didn't  say  anything.  But  inside  him,  it  felt  as  though 
his  heart  were  full  of  a  thousand  songs. 
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CHAPTER   FIVE 


After  the  noon  meal,  Winky  went  outside.  He  needed  to 
do  some  thinking.   Some  very  important  thinking. 

He  walked  slowly  across  the  ranch  yard.  Boston,  his  bull- 
dog, trotted  happily  at  his  heels.  "Boston,"  Winky  said  softly, 
"there's  a  man  from  South  America  buying  the  Silverman 
ranch."  Boston  looked  up,  as  though  he  understood.  "He  has 
a  boy.  Just  my  age,  Boston.  They  are  going  to  build 
a  lot  of  nice  buildings  for  the  ranch,  and  we'll  get  to  help.** 

Here  was  where  Winky  stopped  talking  and  started  think- 
ing. Really  thinking.  He  had  to  admit  that,  deep  down 
in  his  heart,  he  felt  just  a  Httle  bit  jealous.  He  liked  Grandpa 
Wilcox's  ranch.  It  was  nice.  Grandpa  Wilcox  had  fine  cattle. 
He  had  bought  Mustang  for  Winky,  when  Winky  first  arrived 
at  the  ranch. 

But  the  Wilcox  ranch  house  and  barn  and  corral  were 
old.  They  had  been  built  when  Grandpa  Wilcox  was  just 
a  little  boy.  They  had  been  given  good  care.  But  that  hadn't 
kept  them  from  growing  old. 

Deep  down  in  his  heart,  Winky  wished  that  he  were  the 
boy  moving  to  the  Silverman  ranch.  A  new  house.  A  new 
barn.  A  new  corral.  And  new  ranch  land  to  explore.  It 
would  be  wonderful. 

He  reached  the  barn  now,  the  comer  which  stood  next  to 
the  corral  gate.  It  was  kind  of  nice,  really.  The  barn  and 
the  corral  were  sort  of  like  the  ones  you  would  expect  to  find 
in  pictures.  Old  and  weather-beaten,  yet  kept  in  good  repair. 
Grandpa  Wilcox  loved  the  barn  and  the  corral.  Why  shouldn't 
he?  He  had  known  them  all  his  life. 
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Well,  Winlcy  loved  them,  too. 

But  he  wondered  if  he  would  always  live  on  the  Wilcox 
ranch.  Surely  someday  his  father  would  return  from  South 
America.  He  had  been  doing  some  important  work  for  the 
government,  but  surely  that  work  would  be  finished  before 
long.  Maybe  they  would  move  back  to  the  city.  Winky  didn't 
like  that  idea.  Maybe  this  Mr.  Supadre  and  his  boy  would  only 
get  started  living  on  the  Silverman  Ranch,  and  Winky  would 
have  to  leave  Colorado.  One  thing  was  sure,  he  would  rather 
live  on  Grandpa  Wilcox's  old  ranch  than  not  to  live  on  any 
ranch  at  all. 

He  turned  now  and  walked  back  toward  the  house.  In- 
stead of  going  inside,  however,  he  went  over  to  the  pine  tree. 
His  favorite  pine  tree.  The  sun  shone  warm  and  bright  over- 
head. So  Winky  stretched  out  in  the  shade  of  the  tree,  on 
the  soft,   sweet-smelling  grass.    He  closed  his  eyes. 

And  let  us  not  he  weary  in  well  doing:  for  in  due  season 
we  shall  rea'p,  if  we  faint  not, 

Winky  knew  what  the  verse  meant.  It  was  a  verse  just  for 
Christians.  Christians  were  to  do  good  to  all  people,  at  all 
times.  Even  though  it  didn't  seem  as  though  they  would  be 
rewarded,  they  should  do  good  anyway,  because  God  promised 
that,  according  to  His  will,  they  would  be  blessed  for  the  good 
they  had  done.  That's  why  it  said  in  due  season  we  shall 
rea'p,  if  we  faint  not, 

Winky  liked  the  way  the  Bible  said  things. 

Just  then  he  heard  the  sound  of  footsteps  shuffling  through 
the  grass.  He  turned  and  looked.  It  was  Grandpa  Wilcox. 

"Don't  get  up,  Winky,"  Grandpa  said.  He  sat  down.  "I 
want  to  talk  to  you." 

"Sure,  Grandpa,"  Winky  said.  He  put  his  hands  behind 
his  neck  and  looked  up  at  the  kind  old  man. 

*1  keep  thinking  about  how  much  you  liked  the  sermon  this 
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morning,"  Grandpa  Wilcox  began.    'That  makes  me  happy, 
Winky." 

'*It   was   a  good   sermon,   Grandpa." 

"It  did  me  a  lot  of  good,  too,"  Grandpa  Wilcox  said.  "I 
surely  believe  that  God  told  our  minister  to  speak  on  just  that 
subject  this  morning." 

"I  feel  the  same  way,  Grandpa." 

Neither  of  them  spoke  for  a  moment.  Then  Grandpa 
Wilcox  said,  "There  is  something  I  would  like  to  talk  to  you 
about,  Winky.   Something  about  the  Silverman  Ranch." 

Winky  turned  away  just  a  bit. 

"What's  the  matter,  Winky?"  Grandpa  asked. 

"Nothing,"  Winky  said.   "Nothing,  much." 

"I  think  I  know  what's  bothering  you,  Winky."  Grandpa 
Wilcox  waited  a  moment.  A  butterfly  fluttered  past  them.  A 
meadow  lark  sang  in  the  distance.  "It  bothers  you  just  a  little 
bit  to  see  a  beautiful  ranch  built  for  someone  all  the  way  from 
South  America." 

Winky  turned  quickly  to  his  grandfather.  "How  did  you 
know?"  he  asked.  It  was  almost  as  though  Grandpa  Wilcox 
were  a  mind  reader! 

Grandpa  Wilcox  smiled.  "When  you  are  as  old  as  I  am, 
Winky,  you  will  learn  many  things.  You  get  so  that  you  often 
have  a  pretty  good  idea  what  people  are  thinking  about.  Oh, 
you  can't  read  their  minds.  You  don't  know  when  they  are 
just  thinking  about  ordinary  things.  But  when  something  like 
this  comes  up  .  .  .  something  special  .  .  .  well,  then  it's 
pietty  easy  to  see." 

"I  don't  mean  to  be  selfish,"  Winky  said.  "Honestly,  I  don't, 
Grandpa." 

"I'm  sure  of  that,  Winky.  In  fact  you're  one  of  the  most 
unselfish  children  I  know.  I'm  proud  of  you  for  that.  But, 
Winky,  it  is  true  what  the  minister  said.    It  is  selfish  to  he 
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unselfish.  When  we  are  unselfish,  we  do  get  many  more  gcx)d 
things  than  we  would  receive  if  we  were  selfish  all  the  time.'* 

"I  guess  you  proved  that,  Grandpa,"  Winky  said.  "You're 
always  unselfish,  and  look  how  happy  you  are." 

Grandpa  smiled  and  reached  over  and  patted  Winky's  arm. 
Then  they  were  quiet  again,  and  off  in  the  distance  the 
meadow  lark  sang  once  more. 

"We  shouldn't  misunderstand  the  minister's  sermon,  Winky/* 
Grandpa  continued. 

"How  do  you  mean.  Grandpa?" 

"He  didn't  mean  that  we  should  do  things  unselfishly 
just  because  we  want  to  receive  special  favors  and  blessings. 
The  Christian  does  good  not  to  see  how  much  he  can  get  from 
God  but  he  does  good  because  he  loves  God  and  wants  ro 
glorify  Him." 

"I  understand.  Grandpa,"  Winky  said. 

Then  they  were  both  quiet  for  a  long,  long  time. 

"Winky,"  Grandpa  Wilcox  said  at  last,  "I  surely  would  like 
it  if  you  would  help  with  the  work  on  the  Silverman  Ranch. 
Getting  the  buildings  ready  and  all,  I  mean.  But  I  don't  want 
you  to,  if  you  don't  really  want  to.   I  mean—" 

"Oh,  I  want  to.  Grandpa!   I  want  to  very  much!" 

"And  when  Mr.  Supadre  arrives  from  South  America,  you 
won't  be  jealous?" 

"If  I  am,"  Winky  said,  "I'll  sure  try  to  make  it  so  no  one 
can  tell.  But  I've  already  started  praying  that  God  will  help 
me  keep  from  being  jealous.   I  know  He  will  help  me." 

"And  unselfish?"  Grandpa  asked. 

"Unselfish?"    Winky  didn't  quite  understand. 

"Well,"  Grandpa  said,  "there  may  be  some  things  which 
we  have  on  our  ranch  here  that  we  would  like  to  give  to 
Mr.  Supadre.  I  mean,  he  will  be  coming  all  the  way  from 
South  America,  and  he  can't  possibly  bring  many  things.  Folks 
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around  here  like  to  be  good  neighbors,  and  we  certainly  want 
to  be  just  as  unselfish  as  we  can." 

"Sure,   Grandpa,"   Winky   said.    "Sure.    But   .    .   .   but—*' 

"But  what,  Winky?" 

"Well  .  .  ."  Winky  paused  a  moment.  "I  mean,  it's  o.  k.  to 
share  things  with  Mr.  Supadre,  but  if  he  is  a  wealthy  man, 
wouldn't  he  want  to  buy  everything  new?" 

Grandpa  Wilcox  cleared  his  throat  and  drew  his  hand  across 
his  forehead.  "Well,"  he  said,  "1  think  you'll  find  that  Mr. 
Supadre  is  a  weahhy  man,  all  right,  but  in  a  different  way 
from  what  most  people  think  of  when  they  call  a  man  wealthy." 

Winky  wondered  what  his  grandfather  meant. 

"As  soon  as  the  papers  come  in  from  South  America  .  .  . 
fiom  Mr.  Supadre  ...  we  will  begin  work  on  getting  things 
ready  at  the  ranch.  The  buildings  that  are  already  there  will 
be  torn  down,  and  we  can  use  some  of  the  lumber  in  building 
the  new  ones." 

"I  guess  I  could  help  tear  down  buildings,"  Winky  said. 
"Anyone  could  do  that." 

"Well,  it  isn't  as  easy  as  it  might  seem,"  Grandpa  Wilcox 
said.  "If  you  were  just  tearing  down  the  buildings  to  burn 
the  lumber,  that  would  be  a  different  thing.  But  the  buildings 
need  to  be  torn  down  carefully,  so  that  as  much  of  the  lumber 
as  possible  can  be  re-used.  But  I  think  you  would  be  pretty 
careful,   Winky." 

"I'd  like  to  help,  Grandpa.   I  really  would." 


CHAPTER  SIX 

That  night  Winky  dreamed  that  Mr.  Supadre  had  already 
come  from  South  America.  The  new  buildings  at  the  Silver- 
man Ranch  were  finished,  too.   The  house  was  almost  like  a 
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palace,  and  in  his  dream,  Winky  nearly  got  lost  in  it.   There 
were  many  hallways  and  rooms. 

He  dreamed  that  Mr.  Supadre  had  a  long  black  mustache, 
flashing  black  eyes  and  a  big,  big  smile.  And  his  son  was  one 
of  the  nicest  boys  Winky  had  ever  met  in  all  his  life. 

"Amigoi"  the  boy  called  Winky  in  the  dream.  Amigo  ».s 
the  South  American  word  for  friend.  Winky  had  learned  that 
before  in  letters  from  his  father. 

The  South  American  boy,  in  Winky's  dream,  had  a  pony 
which  he  had  brought  from  Chile.  1  he  name  of  the  pony 
was  Manana,  Manana  is  the  South  American  word  for  to- 
morrow. It  seemed  a  strange  name  for  a  pony,  and  when  he 
finally  awakened,  Winky  wondered  why  that  word  had  come 
into  his  dream. 

"Manana,"  he  almost  said  aloud,  as  he  awakened.  The 
sun  was  up,  the  birds  were  singing  and  a  rooster  crowed  louJ 
and  long  beneath  his  window. 

Manana!  This  was  manana!  This  was  the  tomorrow  of  his 
dream.  Maybe  something  would  happen  today.  Maybe  that 
was  why  the  word  had  come  to  him. 

He  leaped  out  of  bed  and  jumped  into  his  clothes  and  went 
bounding  down  the  stairs  to  the  ranch  house  kitchen. 

Grandma  Wilcox  exclaimed,  "It  sounded  like  a  kangaroo 
was  coming!" 

"I  think  it  was  a  South  American  gazelle,"  Winky's  mother 
said,  smiling.  Then  she  wrinkled  her  forehead.  "I  suppose 
they  have  gazelles  in  South  America.  Anyway,  you  surely 
sounded  like  one,  Winky.  I  declare,  you're  going  to  come 
tumbling  down  on  your  head  sometime.  You  really  should  be 
more  careful  on  those  stairs." 

"Boy,  did  I  have  a  dream  last  night,"  Winky  said.  "I 
dreamed  Mr.  Supadre  had  already  come  from  South  America. 
And  you  know  what  his  boy  called  me?  He  called  me  amigo,** 

'That's  the  Spanish  word  for  friend,"  Panhandle  said. 
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"I  know,"  Winky  said.  "And  he  had  a  pony  named 
Manana.  Boy,  could  that  pony  run!" 

"Could  he  outrun  Mustang?"  Panhandle  asked. 

Winky  scratched  his  head.  "Come  to  think  of  it,  we  never 
had  any  race  in  my  dream.  We  should  have."  He  thought 
a  moment.  "Wonder  if  I  could  dream  that  same  dream  over 
again  tonight.    Do  you  suppose  I  could,  Mom?" 

"Well,"  Winky's  mother  said,  chuckling,  "if  dreams  came  on 
phonograph  records,  you  could  play  the  record  over  again." 

"Hey,  that  would  be  a  keen  idea!"  Winky  exclaimed.  "I've 
had  a  lot  of  dreams  I'd  like  to  play  over  and  over  again.  Of 
course,  I've  had  some  scary  ones  that  I'd  just  as  soon  smash. 
Hey,  that'd  be  pretty  neat,  too.  The  dreams  you  didn't  like 
you  could  smash  and  get  rid  of.  Boy,  wouldn't  that  be  some- 
thing if  you  could  just  select  a  record  to  play  each  night  for 
a  dream,  and  dream  whatever  you  wanted  to?" 

"Silly  boy!"  Winky's  mother  said,  pinching  his  ear  playfully. 
"Wash  your  hands  now  and  let's  have  breakfast." 

"You  know  what  I  dreamed  one  night,  Mom?  I  dreamed  I 
was  at  the  South  Pole  on  an  expedition.  An'  you  know  what, 
Mom?  There  was  a  restaurant  down  there  .  .  .  made  out  of 
snow  and  ice  .  .  .  and  it  had  penguins  for  waiters." 

"Hurry  on  now,"  Winky's  mother  said,  giving  him  a 
friendly  push.   "Wash  your  hands  before  we  eat." 

Winky  walked  over  to  the  sink  and  began  washing  his 
hands.  "I  still  think  it  would  be  pretty  neat,  if  you  could 
choose  your  dreams." 

"You  can't  choose  the  things  you're  going  to  dream  about," 
Grandma  Wilcox  said,  "but  you  can  choose  the  things  you're 
going  to  do  when  you  are  awake.  I  have  always  thought  that 
was  a  wonderful  thing.  You  can  live  your  day  full  of  mischief, 
or  you  can  make  it  amount  to  something." 

"Say  now,"  Panhandle  drawled,  "that's  something  I  never 
really  thought  about  before." 
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They  all  sat  down  to  the  table.  Then  Grandpa  Wilcox 
asked  the  blessing. 

"This  looks  good  enough  to  eat/*  Panhandle  said,  as 
Grandma  Wilcox  handed  him  a  big  plate  of  pancakes. 

Winky  turned  to  his  grandfather.  There  was  something  he 
was  wondering.    "Grandpa,"  he  said. 

"Yes,  Winky?" 

"Yesterday  Bobby  asked  you  if  you  thought  Mr.  Supadre's 
boy  would  be  a  Christian.   Is  Mr.  Supadre  a  Christian?" 

"He   certainly   is!"   Grandpa   said. 

"He  is?"  Winky  asked  eagerly. 

Grandpa  nodded  his  head. 

"How  do  you  know?  Did  my  dad  say  so  in  one  of  his 
letters?   He  didn't  say  so  in  the  letter  to  me.   He—" 

Just  then  the  telephone  rang. 

"I'll  get  it,"  Winky's  mother  said,  going  to  the  phone. 
The  telephone  was  the  old-fashioned  farm  kind  that  hung 
on  the  kitchen  wall.  "Hello,"  Winky's  mother  said  into  the 
phone.    "This  is  the  Wilcox  Ranch." 

She  turned  toward  those  at  the  table.  "It's  long  distance 
from  the  county  seat.    It's  probably  for  you,  Grandpa." 

Grandpa  pushed  his  chair  away  from  the   table. 

"Hello,"  Winky's  mother  spoke  into  the  phone  again.  "Yes, 
this  is  the  Wilcox  Ranch.  Mr.  Wilcox  is  right  here.  Do  you 
wish  to  speak  to  him?" 

"I  hope  it's  about  the  Silverman  Ranch/*  Winky  whispered. 

"Sh!"  Grandpa  Wilcox  cautioned. 

"Yes/'  Winky's  mother  said  into  the  telephone,  "I'll  tell  him. 
Yes,  I'll  give  him  the  message  right  away.  Thank  you. 
Good-by." 

"Is  it  about  the  Silverman  Ranch?"  Winky  asked,  as  his 
mother  walked  back  to  the  table. 

"It  certainly  is/'  she  said.   "The  papers  have  come  through 
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from  South  America.  Everything  is  oflBcial.  Mr.  Supadre  owns 
the  ranch." 

"Wonderful!"  Grandpa  Wilcox  exclaimed.  "Then  we  can 
start  making  plans  for  the  buildings  right  away.  Well,  that 
means  we  need  to  get  mighty  busy  today." 

"Boy!"  Winky  exclaimed.    "Boy,   that's  wonderful!" 

Winky  acted  excited,  but  deep  down  inside  he  felt  rather 
strange.  He  finished  his  breakfast,  excused  himself  and  went 
outside.  He  walked  to  the  barn. 

Was  he  glad  about  the  Silverman  Ranch?  He  hadn't  been 
able  to  fool  Grandpa  about  the  way  he  felt  before,  and  he 
knew  it  was  no  use  trying  to  fool  himself. 

He  remembered  his  dream.  How  beautiful  the  ranch  had 
been!  In  his  dream,  as  he  remembered  it,  he  hadn't  felt 
jealous.  Why  should  he  be  jealous  now?  It  was  a  wonderful 
thing  for  Mr.^^Supadre's  boy  to  come  from  South  America  and 
find  a  beaufiful  ranch  to  live  on. 

He  entered  the  barn  and  slipped  up  into  the  hayloft.  It  was 
full  of  new  hay,  neady  put  up  in  bales,  and  he  sat  down  on 
one  of  them. 

Dear  Lord,  he  prayed  silently,  I'm  sorry  that  I'm  a  little 
hit  jealous.  You  know  how  much  1  wish  1  could  live  on  a 
beautiful  new  ranch,  a  ranch  my  mom  and  dad  could  call 
our  own.  Mayhe  someday  .  .  .  when  my  dad  comes  hack  from 
South  America  .  .  .  mayhe  then  we  can  have  a  ranch  of  our 
ovm.  But  flease  helf  me  not  to  he  jealous  now.  Helf)  me 
to  he  glad  that  this  South  American  hoy  is  going  to  have  a 
ranch.  Help  me  to  show  that  hoy  that  heing  a  Christian  is 
the  most  wonderful  thing  in  all  the  world.  Please  hel'p,  dear 
Lord.  In  Jesus'  name.  Amen. 

Even  though  he  was  all  alone,  a  smile  spread  across  Winky's 
face.  He  felt  all  new  and  clean  inside.  All  of  his  selfishness 
was  gone.   God  had  taken  it  away  in  answer  to  his  prayer. 
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'Winky!"  It  was  Grandpa  Wilcox  calling  outside.  "Winky, 
where  are  you?" 

"I'm  coming,  Grandpa!"  Winky  exclaimed.  "I'm  coming 
right  away!" 

He  hurried  down  the  ladder  from  the  hayloft  and  ran 
outside.  Grandpa  Wilcox  was  up  by  the  ranch  house.  Wink) 
ran  to  him. 

Grandpa  Wilcox  looked  at  Winky  silently  for  a  moment 
Then    he   said,    "I'm    going    over    to    the    Silverman    Rancli 
Winky.   A  contractor  from  the  county  seat  will  be  out  there 
later    this    morning,    and    we    are    going    to    go    over    plans 
for  all  the  buildings.  Do  you  still  want  to  help  me?" 

"Sure,  I  do.  Grandpa,"  Winky  said.  "I  .  .  .  I've  been  pray- 
ing. Grandpa.  I  was  a  little  bit  jealous  about  the  ranch.  But 
I'm  not  now.    I  really  want  to  help,  Grandpa." 

"Hop  into  the  pickup  truck  then  and  we'll  drive  up  to  the 
Silverman   Ranch." 

"I'd  like  for  Bobby "  Winky  started  to  say. 

But  just  then  Bobby  came  riding  into  the  yard  on  his  pony. 
'What's  the  news  on  Mr.  Supadre?"  he  asked,  as  he  drew 
his  pony  to  a  halt. 

"He  has  bought  the  ranch,"  Winky  said.  "The  papers  are 
all  settled.  We  just  got  a  telephone  call  from  the  real  estate 
agent." 

"Then  Winky  and  I  get  to  help  get  things  ready?"  Bobby 
asked. 

"You  certainly  may,"  Grandpa  Wilcox  said.  "Ride  on  up  to 
the  ranch,  if  you  want  to,  Bobby.  Otherwise  put  your  pony  in 
our  corral,  and  go  up  with  us  in  the  pickup." 

"Sure,"  Winky  said.  "Go  with  us,  Bobby.  We  won't  need 
our  ponies." 

"O.K.,"  Bobby  said,  as  he  rode  off  toward  the  Wilcox 
corral.   "I'll  be  with  you  in  just  a  minute." 
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CHAPTER  SEVEN 


When  Grandpa  Wilcox  and  Winky  and  Bobby  reached 
the  Silverman  Ranch  yard,  they  parked  the  pickup  truck  over 
at  one  side,  got  out  and  began  walking  around.  Grandpa 
Wilcox  didn't  say  much  at  first.  He  seemed  to  be  thinking, 
so  neither  of  the  boys  bothered  him. 

After  a  bit,  Grandpa  Wilcox  asked,  "Winky,  where  would 
you  put  the  ranch  house  if  you  were  Mr.   Supadre?" 

Winky  pointed  to  a  small  hill  just  a  short  distance  away. 
"I'd  put  it  there,"  he  said.  "You  could  have  a  real  nice  lawn, 
and  it  gives  you  a  good  view  of  the  buildings  and  the  whole 
ranch." 

"Well,"  Grandpa  Wilcox  said,  "it  depends  on  where  you 
put  the  other  buildings.  Where  would  you  have  the  barn?" 

"I'd  have  it  right  over  there,"  Winky  said,  pointing  to  the 
left.  "Hm."  Grandpa  Wilcox  thought  a  moment.  "Doesn't 
sound  hke  a  bad  idea."  He  turned  to  Bobby.  "Bobby,  there 
are  some  stakes  in  the  back  of  the  pickup.  Would  you  gjt 
them  for  me?" 

"Sure  thing,  Mr.  Wilcox!"   Bobby  said,  bounding  away. 

"There's  a  hatchet,  too.    Bring  it." 
bure! 

In  a  moment,  Bobby  was  back  with  the  stakes  and  the 
hatchet. 

"What  are  you  going  to  do?"  Winky  asked. 

"Stake  out  the  place  where  the  house  is  going  to  be," 
Grandpa  Wilcox  told  him  as  he  began  walking  up  the  small 
hill. 

"You  mean  .  .  .  you  mean  youVe  going  to  put  it  right  where 
I  suggested?"  Winky  asked.   "What  will  Mr.  Supadre  think?" 
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"It's  up  to  us  to  decide  where  the  buildings  are  going 
to  be,"  Grandpa  Wilcox  said. 

'1  guess  that's  right,"  Bobby  said.  "How  can  Mr.  Supadre 
decide,  when  he's  way  down  in  South  America?" 

Winky  got  all  excited  inside,  and  his  eyes  twinkled  like 
everything.  "I  surely  hope  Mr.  Supadre  and  his  son  like  the 
idea,"  he  said. 

"Oh,"  Grandpa  Wilcox  said,  "he'll  like  it  fine.  No  doubt 
about  it."  He  cleared  his  throat.  "It's  such  a  good  place  for 
a  house." 

Carefully,  Grandpa  Wilcox  drove  stakes  into  the  ground. 

"How  big  is  the  house  going  to  be?"  Bobby  asked. 

"Well,  Bobby,"  Grandpa  Wilcox  said,  "this  is  just  temporary, 
but  I  believe  the  plans  call  for  a  house  forty-eight  feet  long 
by  thirty-two  feet  wide." 

"Wow!"  Bobby  exclaimed,  turning  to  Winky.  "That*ll 
be  a  nice  one!" 

"It's  going  to  be  nice,"  Grandpa  Wilcox  said,  "so  far  as 
ranch  houses  go.    I  wouldn't  mind  living  in  it  myself." 

When  the  stakes  were  driven.  Grandpa  Wilcox  led  the  way 
over  toward  where  Winky  had  pointed  out  his  preference  for 
the  location  of  the  barn. 

"Right   about    here?"    Grandpa   Wilcox   asked. 

Winky  took  a  big  gulp.  He  pinched  himself  just  a  little 
bit,  to  see  if  he  was  awake.  "You  mean  .  .  .  you  mean 
you  are  going  to  put  the  bam  where  I  suggested?" 

"Sure  thing,  Winky."  Grandpa  Wilcox  smiled.  "You  see, 
Mr.  Supadre  loves  his  son  very  much,  and  I'm  sure  you,  being 
a  boy,  would  have  a  lot  better  idea  where  things  should  be  than 
an  old  codger  like  me.    Right  about  here  for  the  barn?" 

"Over  that  way  just  a  litde  bit  more,"  Winky  said, 
motioning.  "You've  got  to  leave  lots  of  room  for  the  corral  in 
that   httle   valley   there." 

"Good  idea!"   Grandpa  exclaimed. 
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"Ill  say  it  is!'*  Bobby  put  in.  "Of  course,  Winky  always 
gets  good  ideas." 

"Aw!"  Winky  blushed  just  a  little,  although  he  did  like  to 
hear  those  kind  words  from  his  friend. 

When  they  had  finished  driving  all  the  stakes,  Grandpa 
Wilcox  stopped  and  looked  over  the  ranch  yard.  "I  do  declare/' 
he  said.  "It's  going  to  be  the  nicest  ranch  yard  in  all  these 
parts."  He  wrinkled  his  forehead.  "There  is  one  little  prob- 
lem, Winky.    One  thing  we  maybe  overlooked." 

"What's  that?"  Winky  asked. 

'There  are  no  trees  around  where  the  fj^nch  house  is  going 
to  be.  They  can  plant  some,  but  it  will  take  a  while  to  gjt 
some  nice  trees  for  their  yard.  Of  course,"  Grandpa  Wilcox 
pointed  toward  the  old,  tumble-down  ranch  house  that  would 
soon  be  destroyed,  "the  trees  over  there  are  pretty  well  all 
dead.   Well,  we  can  worry  about  that  later." 

Just  then,  a  car  came  driving  into  the  ranch  yard. 

"It's  the  construction  contractor  from  the  county  seat," 
Grandpa  Wilcox  said. 

"Hey,  that's  great!"  Winky  exclaimed. 

"He  can't  start  until  the  buildings  that  are  already  here 
are  torn  down,  can  he,  Mr.  Wilcox?"  Bobby  asked. 

"He  can  start  on  the  house,"  Grandpa  said.  "That's  going 
to  be  made  out  of  all  new  lumber." 

The  construction  man  got  out  of  the  car  and  came  over 
to  Grandpa  Wilcox  and  the  boys. 

"Well,"  Grandpa  Wilcox  said,  "we  are  all  ready  for  you 
here." 

"That  sounds  good  to  me,"  said  the  construction  man.  He 
took  out  a  set  of  plans  from  a  small  brief  case  which  he  carried. 
"If  there  aren't  any  changes  in  these  plans,  we'll  go  ahead!" 

"Those  are  the  plans  for  the  house?"  Winky  asked. 

'That's  right,  son,"  said  the  man. 
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"Mr.  Supadre's  wife  made  all  the  plans  for  the  house/* 
Grandpa  Wilcox  said. 

"She  did?"  Winky  asked.  "Will  it  be  a  South  American 
type  house?"  he  asked. 

"No,"  the  construction  contractor  said,  "it's  going  to  be  a 
western  ranch  style.  Real  nice,  if  I  do  say  so.  In  fact,  I  just 
hope  we  can  make  it  as  nice  as  the  plans  call  for." 

He  held  out  the  plans  now,  and  Winky  and  Bobby  stepped 
up  to  have  a  look. 

"Wow!"  Bobby  exclaimed.  "I  don't  know  too  much  about 
blueprints,  but  it  sure  looks  like  a  nice  house." 

The  construction  man  took  out  another  drawing  from  his 
brief  case.  "This  is  how  the  front  of  the  house  will  look,"  he 
said. 

"Boy!"  Winky  exclaimed.  'Won't  that  look  keen.  Grandpa, 
right  up  here  on  that  little  hill?" 

"Couldn't  be  a  better  place  for  it,  Winky!  Mr.  Supadre's 
son  is  going  to  be  mighty  pleased.  He  and  his  wife  will  be, 
too." 

"These  house  plans  were  sent  all  the  way  from  South 
America?"    Winky  asked. 

'They'd  have  to  be,"  Bobby  broke  in.  "How  else  could 
Mr.  Supadre's  wife  make  the  plans?" 

"No,"  the  construction  contractor  said,  "we  got  sketches  from 
the  lady,  and  then  we  drew  up  the  plans  ourselves.  But  just 
the  way  she  sketched  them  out,  however.  Just  exactly.  And, 
like  I  said,  these  are  excellent  plans  for  a  house.  My  men 
and  I  are  going  to  enjoy  building  it."  He  turned  now  to 
Grandpa  Wilcox.  "Well,  Mr.  Wilcox,  if  this  settles  every- 
thing, I'll  start  ordering  lumber  and  materials,  and  my  men 
will  begin  building  day  after  tomorrow." 

"How  long  will  it  take  to  build  the  house?"  Winky  asked. 

"Well,"  the  construction  contractor  said,  "I'll  have  a  big 
crew  of  men   in   here.    I   can't  say  just   exactly   how   long 
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it  will  take,  but  it  will  go  up  in  a  hurry.  We  want  to  build  it 
real  well,  you  can  be  sure  of  that." 


CHAPTER  EIGHT 


As  the  days  passed,  the  Silverman  Ranch  became  like  a 
hive  of  busy  bees.  All  the  men  on  the  construction  crew 
from  the  county  seat  worked  on  the  new  ranch  house.  Grandpa 
Wilcox  and  Panhandle  took  charge  of  a  group  of  ranchers 
who  came  to  help  tear  down  the  old  buildings.  Bobby  and 
Winky  worked  every  day.  And  they  had  a  lot  of  fun.  Other 
members  of  Winky's  gang  came,  too,  to  help.  Even  Boston 
had  himself  a  puppy  dog's  picnic  every  day,  as  he  chased  the 
mice  that  ran  for  their  lives  as  die  house  and  bam  were 
torn  down. 

As  each  day  passed,  Winky  became  more  and  more  excited 
about  it  all.  He  was  learning  a  real  lesson.  He  discovered  that 
doing  something  for  someone  else  is  twice  as  much  fun  as 
doing  it  for  yourself. 

"That  boy  from  South  America  is  going  to  be  mighty  happy, 
I'd  say,"  he  said  to  Bobby.  'This  ranch  is  really  going  to  be 
something." 

"You   can   say   that   again,"   Bobby   said. 

At  last  the  day  came  when  all  of  the  buildings  were  torn 
down.  Nails  had  been  pulled  out  of  the  boards,  and  the  usable 
lumber  piled  all  in  one  neat  pile.  The  scrap  lumber  was  plact,-d 
in  another  pile.  It  would  be  used  in  the  fireplace  of  the 
beautiful  new  ranch  house. 

Soon  after  that,  the  outside  of  the  ranch  house  was  finished. 
The  construction  contractor  from  the  county  seat  put  a  group 
of  men  to  work  inside,  while  other  members  of  his  crew 
began  building  a  barn. 
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*We  can  clean  up  all  the  mess  around  the  new  house," 
Grandpa  Wilcox  said,  "so  we  can  get  a  nice  yard  put  in.  What 
do  you  think,  Winky?  Should  there  be  a  fence  around  the 
yard?" 

"It  would  be  awfully  nice/'  Winky  said.  "I  especially  like 
white  picket  fences." 

"A  white  picket  fence  it  will  be  then,"  Grandpa  Wilcox 
said.  *•* 

"Really?"   Winky  could  hardly  believe  his  ears. 

"Why  not?  You  should  know  as  well  as  anybody  what 
a  boy  your  age  would  like." 

"Yikes!"  Bobby  exclaimed. 

"Isn't  this  fun?"  Winky  gasped. 

"It  sure  is,"  Bobby  said.  "I  can't  wait  to  meet  Mr.  Supadre*s 
son.  Is  he  going  to  be  excited  when  he  sees  how  nice  this 
place  is!" 

So  Winky  and  Bobby  pitched  right  in  and  helped  Grandpa 
Wilcox  clean  away  the  mess  which  had  fallen  around  the  new 
ranch  house  as  it  was  being  built.  There  were  pieces  of  old 
lumber,  empty  cement  bags,  sawdust  and  even  a  few  nails. 
In  one  busy  afternoon,  however,  they  had  it  cleaned  spic  and 
span. 

Once  more,  Grandpa  Wilcox  asked  Bobby  to  go  to  the 
pickup  truck  and  get  some  stakes  and  the  hatchet. 

"Well,  Winky,"  Grandpa  Wilcox  asked,  after  Bobby  re- 
turned, "how  big  should  the  yard  be?" 

"Do  you  really  think  we  should  decide  on  that?"  Winky 
asked. 

"Why  not?"  Grandpa  asked.  "We  want  the  ranch  to  be 
finished,  don't  we?  Think  how  nice  it's  going  to  be  for  Mr. 
Supadre  and  his  family  to  move  in  here  with  everything  all 
finished.  Wouldn't  you  like  to  move  into  a  new  ranch  like 
that?  Wouldn't  you  want  one  to  be  finished  as  nicely  as  this 
one  is  going  to  be  finished?" 
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"Would  I  ever!"  Winlcy  exclaimed. 

"Then  tell  me  how  big  you  think  a  boy  your  age  would 
like  the  vard  to  be." 

"All   right,"   Winky    said. 

So  he  and  Grandpa  W^ilcox  and  Bobby  walked  over  to  a 
corner  some  distance  from  the  house. 

"I  think  the  corner  of  the  yard  should  be  right  here,"  Winky 
said. 

Grandpa  Wilcox  drove  down  a  stake. 

Then  they  walked  all  the  way  across  the  front  of  the  house 
to  another  point  about  the  same  distance  on  the  other  side. 

'The  other  corner  should  be  here,"  Winky  said. 

"I'll  drive  a  stake,"  Grandpa  said.  "W^e  can  measure  it  to 
be  definitely  sure  before  we  put  in  the  fence.  But  this  will 
give  us  a  good  idea." 

So  he  drove  another  stake. 

They  did  the  same  for  the  other  two  comers  of  the  yard, 
in  back  of  the  house.  Then  they  walked  a  few  steps  away 
to  take  a  look. 

*Tou're  sure  that's  about  the  right  size  for  the  yard?" 
Grandpa  Wilcox  asked. 

"It  looks  awfully  good  to  me,"  Bobby  said. 

"Same  here,"  said  Winky. 

Just  then  Winky's  mother  drove  into  the  yard.  She  got 
out  of  the  car  and  came  walking  toward  Grandpa  Wilcox  and 
the  boys. 

"How  do  you  like  the  way  the  yard's  all  cleaned  up?" 
Winky  asked.  "And  see  those  stakes?  Those  are  the  comers 
of  the  yard,  where  the  fence  will  be.  Grandpa  let  us  decide 
how  big  the  yard  would  be.    How  about  that?" 

"Oh,  I  think  a  fence  will  be  nice,"  Winky's  mother  said. 
'What  kind  of  fence  is  it  going  to  be?" 

"Winky  decided,"  Grandpa  Wilcox  said,  "he  wants  a  picket 
fence." 
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'White  picket,  Mom,"  Winlcy  said. 

"I  didn't  know  Winky  liked  picket  fences  so  much/' 
Grandpa  Wilcox  said.  "We'll  have  to  put  one  around  our 
ranch  house  sometime." 

"Hey,"  Winky  exclaimed,  "that  would  be  nice!" 

Winky's  mother  carried  a  small  catalogue.  "I  picked  out  the 
fixtures,"  she  said. 

"You  mean  the  lights  and  everything?"  Winky  asked. 

His  mother  nodded. 

"Boy,  that's  really  something.  Mom  — us  getting  to  do  ill 
this  on  the  new  ranch.  It's  almost  the  same  as  though 
we  were  going  to  live  here  ourselves!" 

"Oh,  I  suppose  you  will  be  over  here  plenty,"  Winky's 
mother  said.  Then  she  opened  the  catalogue.  "I  haven't 
picked  out  the  light  fixtures  for  the  boy's  room.  Winky,  I 
thought  maybe  you  and  Bobby  would  like  to  do  that." 

"I've  done  quite  a  bit  of  the  picking  out,"  Winky  said. 
"Why  don't  we  let  Bobby  pick  out  the  fixtures  all  by  himself?'* 

"I  think  that  would  be  very  nice,"  Winky's  mother  said. 
She  handed  the  catalogue  to  Bobby.  "The  fixtures  to  choose 
from  are  all  on  these  two  pages  here,"  she  said. 

Bobby  looked  at  the  fixtures  for  a  moment.  "Hey,"  he 
exclaimed,  "take  a  look  at  these,  Winky!  This  light  is  like 
one  of  those  old  ranch  lanterns  they  used  to  have.  Mr. 
Supadre's  boy  could  have  his  room  decorated  like  a  regular 
room  on  an  old-fashioned  ranch." 

"Terrific  idea!"  Winky  exclaimed.  "I  sort  of  have  my  room 
over  at  our  ranch  decorated  that  way,  you  know.  This  room 
here  could  even  be  wallpapered  with  the  same  kind  of  paper 
I  have  on  my  walls." 

"I  thought  probably  that  would  be  a  good  idea,"  Winky's 
mother  said.  "I'll  order  some  of  that  wallpaper  right  away." 

Winky's  mother  went  into  the  ranch  house  now.  The  two 
boys  followed  her. 
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"Isn't  this  going  to  be  nice,  Mom?'*  Winlcy  said,  as  they 
entered. 

"Yes,  Winky,"  his  mother  rephed.  "I'm  sure  the  people 
who  hve  here  will  be  very,  very  happy." 

"They  will  come  to  our  church  in  Foothills,"  Winky  said. 
"Don't  you  suppose?  I  mean,  since  Mr.  Supadre  is  a  Chris- 
tian." 

"Oh,  I'm  sure  the  people  who  live  here  will  come  to  our, 
church  at  Foothills,"  Winky's  mother  said.  |i 

Winky  was  going  to  ask  more  questions,  but  his  mother  went 
over  to  the  man  in  charge  of  finishing  inside.   They  walked; 
from  room  to  room,  and  Mrs.  Wilcox  showed  him  from  th6 
catalogue  which  lights  were  to  be  in  each  room. 

When  they  had  finished,  the  man  said,  "I  think  you  have 
made  some  excellent  selections,  Mrs.  Wilcox.  I  especially  like 
those  lights  for  the  boy's  room.  Those  are  mighty  sharp." 

Winky  nudged  Bobby  with  his  elbow,  and  Bobby  grinned 
from  ear  to  ear. 

"You  know,"  the  man  said,  "I  think  maybe  I'll  have  my  own 
boy's  room  redecorated  and  will  put  in  light  fixtures  just  like 
those.   I  think  that  would  be  a  good  idea." 

In  a  moment,  the  boys  and  Winky's  mother  went  outside. 

"There's  a  lot  of  work  to  be  done  here  yet,"  Winky's  mother 
said.  "Did  Grandpa  tell  you  the  news,  Winky?  We  heard 
just  this  morning  that  Mr.  Supadre  and  his  family  will  be 
moving  in  here  in  less  than  three  weeks.  This  place  has 
to  be  all  furnished  and  everything." 

"Are  we  going  to  pick  out  the  furniture,  too,  Mom?"  Winky 
asked. 

"That's  my  job,  Winky.  Of  course,  I  would  like  to  get 
a  little  help  from  you." 

"Sure,  Mom!"  Winky  turned  to  Bobby.  "Could  Bobby  pick 
out  the  furniture  for  the  boy's  room?" 
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'Well,  Winky,  if  you  were  having  a  house  built,  would 
you  like  to  have  Bobby  pick  out  the  furniture  for  your  room?' 

"I  sure  would!"  Winky  exclaimed.  "Even  more  so  than  to 
pick  it  out  myself.  I'd  like  to  have  Bobby  pick  the  furniture. 
May  he,  Mom?" 

"Certainly,  Winky,*'  Mrs.  Wilcox  said.  "But  now  we  ought 
to  be  giving  some  thought  to  this  yard,  too.  We  will  have 
to  buy  some  bushes,  and  it  really  should  have  a  tree  or  two  in 
in  the  yard.  I  suppose  we  could  plant  small  trees,  but  wouldn't 
it  be  nice  if  there  were  some  big  trees  here?  At  least  one  big 
one?" 

"You  could  have  trees  moved,  Mrs.  Wilcox,"  Bobby  said. 
*nrhis  time  of  the  year  isn't  too  good,  but  if  they  are  moved 
carefully,  trees  can  be  moved  just  about  any  time.    Big  ones, 

In 
mean. 

"There's  a  good  well  on  this  ranch,"  Mrs.  Wilcox  said, 
"so  we'd  be  able  to  get  plenty  of  water  to  the  new  trees.  We'll 
see.  There's  so  much  else  to  be  done  that  we  may  not  get 
the  trees  in  before  the  new  family  arrives.   We'll  try,  though." 

"Hey,  Winky!"  Bobby  exclaimed.  "Look  how  far  along  they 
are  on  the  barn!  And  some  men  have  already  started  to  build 
the  corral!    Let's  go  down   and   watch    them!" 

So  the  two  boys  ran  off  at  top  speed,  leaving  Mrs.  Wilcox 
alone.  She  smiled  and  shook  her  head  just  a  httle  and  then 
walked  over  to  her  car. 


CHAPTER  NINE 

It  was  an  exciting  day  for  everyone  at  the  Wilcox  Ranch 
when  the  new  buildings  at  the  Silverman  place  were  all 
finished.  The  furniture  had  been  ordered  and  was  to  be  moved 
in  that  day.  The  barn  was  finished  and  painted.   So  was  the 
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corral.  And  Panhandle  and  Grandpa  Wilcox  were  at  work  on 
the  picket  fence  around  the  ranch  house  yard. 

As  fast  as  they  got  it  built,  Winky  and  Bobby  came  along 
behind  with  buckets  of  paint  and  brushes. 

"You're  doing  a  nice  job  of  painting  there,  boys,"  Panhandle 
praised.  "What  I  like  best  is  you're  getting  most  of  the  paint 
on  the  fence  and  not  half  of  it  on  yourselves.  That's  usually 
what  happens  when  boys  try  to  paint."  He  laughed.  "You 
know,  we  had  a  man  paint  a  bam  of  ours  once  when  I  was 
a  boy.  He  painted  well  enough,  but  he  slapped  the  brush 
around  so  fast  he  got  paint  all  over  himself,  too.  You  should 
have  seen  him.  His  whole  face  was  covered  with  paint.  There 
was  just  one  clean  place  around  his  mouth,  where  he  kept 
licking  with  his  tongue.  I  never  could  understand  how  that 
fellow  didn't  get  sick  as  a  dog.  But  he  didn't.  I  guess  he 
just  must  have  liked  paint." 

This  was  so  funny  Winky  and  Bobby  both  burst  out 
laughing. 

They  didn't  laugh  long,  however,  because  a  big  truck  came 
driving  into  the  yard.  It  was  the  furniture  truck  from  the 
county  seat.  Winky's  mother  came  driving  in  behind  the 
truck,  for  she  would  need  to  be  there  to  decide  where  all  the 
furniture  would  go. 

By  the  middle  of  the  afternoon,  the  furniture  was  all  in. 
The  day  before,  Grandma  Wilcox  and  Winky's  mother  had 
hung  drapes  in  the  windows. 

"It's  beautiful.  Mom!"  Winky  exclaimed.  "It's  the  nicest 
house  I've  ever  been  in!" 

"It  needs  a  few  more  things,  though,"  Winky's  mother  said. 
"That  mirror  above  the  fireplace  is  nice,  don't  you  think?" 

Winky  nodded. 

"But  it  needs  some  pictures  over  on  the  wall  here.  I  thought 
I  would  bring  over  that  beautiful  painting  we  have  in  the 
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living  room.  The  one  we  used  to  have  in  our  apartment, 
before  we  came  to  the  ranch." 

"But  that's  my  favorite  picture!"  Winky  exclaimed.  "You 
aren't  going  to  give  it  away,  are  you?'* 

Winky's  mother  was  quiet  for  a  moment.  "Well,  if  you 
don't  want  me  to,"  she  said.  "It  never  has  looked  right  in  the 
ranch  house,  though.  Grandpa's  ranch  house  just  isn't  the 
type  for  that  kind  of  picture.  But  it  certainly  would  look 
nice  here." 

Winky  thought  for  a  moment.  He  was  a  little  bit  ashamed 
of  himself.  "I  guess  it  would  be  nice  for  it  to  be  here,"  he 
said.  His  eyes  twinkled  just  a  little.  "Sure,  Mom,  let's  put  it 
here.  I  can  still  kinda  feel  like  it's  mine,  every  time  I  come 
over  here  to  visit  Mr.  Supadre's  son.   Sure,  let's  put  it  here." 

"I'm  sure  Mr.  Supadre  will  be  pleased  to  think  that  you 
have  been  so  unselfish,  Winky,"  his  mother  said.  "I'm  going  to 
put  that  little  nicknack  shelf  of  mine  that  I  like  so  well  over 
here,  too."  She  pointed.  "It  will  fit  right  in  that  corner." 

"What  about  the  nicknacks  that  are  on  it?"  Winky  asked. 
His  mother  collected  all  kinds  of  interesting  little  china  figures. 
Winky  had  always  enjoyed  his  mother's  collection. 

"Well,"  his  mother  said,  "I  suppose  I  could  take  those  off. 
But  it's  the  same  story,  Winky.  That  shelf  just  doesn't  fit  in 
the  Wilcox  ranch  house.  It  would  look  nice  in  a  house  like 
this,  though."  She  was  quiet  for  a  moment.  "Winky,  I'd  like 
for  my  collection  to  be  here  in  this  house.  I  think  Mr. 
Supadre  would  be  happy  to  have  it,  too.  I  know  it  would 
make  his  wife  happy.    Do  you  mind  if  I  place  it  here?" 

Winky  scratched  his  head.  He  knew  how  much  his  mother 
loved  that  collection.  Yet,  if  she  were  willing  to  put  it  here, 
certainly  he  shouldn't  tell  her  not  to. 

"It's  0.  k..  Mom,  if  you  want  to,"  Winky  said. 

"This  is  Wednesday,"  Winky's  mother  said.  "Next  Saturday 
the  new  family  is  supposed  to  move  in.   My,  I  never  thought 
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we  would  get  things  this  far  done.  There'll  just  be  a  few 
little  odds  and  ends  to  take  care  of.  And  the  new  family  can 
take  care  of  those  themselves."  She  walked  to  the  window 
and  looked  outside.  It  was  a  beautiful  picture  window,  look- 
ing out  across  the  lawn  and  onto  the  ranch.  "I  am  concerned 
about  the  lawn,  though.  With  that  nice  picket  fence,  it  is 
beginning  to  look  pretty.   But  it  needs  trees." 

"Hey,"  Winky  said,  "we  had  talked  about  bringing  some 
big  trees  in  and  having  them  transplanted  into  the  lawn. 
Wouldn't  a  nice  pine  tree  look  good  out  there,  Mom  — one  like 
that  favorite  one  of  mine  outside  our  ranch  house?" 

"Yes,  that  tree  would  look  nice  there,"  Winky's  mother 
said.  "Do  you  know  something,  Winky?  Just  before  you  and 
I  came  to  live  at  Grandpa  Wilcox's  ranch  he  was  planning 
to  cut  down  that  pine  tree." 

"He  was?"  Winky  asked. 

"It  isn't  that  he  doesn't  Hke  it,"  Winky's  mother  said.  "But 
it  isn't  in  a  very  good  place  in  his  yard.  You  see,  it's  one 
that  grew  up  there  many  years  ago,  and  no  one  ever  cut  it 
down.  I  agree  with  Grandpa  Wilcox  that  it  doesn't  look 
too  good  where  it  is  in  our  yard." 

"But  it  is  an  awfully  nice  tree,"  Winky  said.  "An  awfully 
nice  tree.    I  think  it's  the  nicest  tree  in  the  whole  world." 

Just  then  Grandpa  Wilcox  called  from  outside. 

"Let's  go  out  and  see  what  he  wants,"  Winky's  mother 
said. 

So  the  three  of  them  left  the  house. 

"Well,"  Winky's  grandfather  said,  "it's  beginning  to  look 
hke  something,  isn't  it?" 

"It  surely  is,"  Winky's  mother  said.  "We'll  have  to  get 
those  shrubs  planted  tomorrow.  That  will  make  a  lot  of 
difference.  I  have  them  all  picked  out,  and  Panhandle  said 
he'd  go  to  the  county  seat  the  first  thing  in  the  morning  and 
get  them  from  the  greenhouse.    My,  I  don't  know  what  we 
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would   have   done   without   Panhandle.    He*s   been    such    a 
wonderful  help." 

"I  don't  know  what  we  would  have  done  without  Winky 
and  Bobby,"  Grandpa  said.  "They've  helped  as  much  as  two 
men,  I'd  say.  They've  been  here  every  day,  working  as  though 
it  were  their  own  place." 

"Winky's  been  here  even  more  than  I  have,"  Bobby  said. 
"I  had  to  miss  some  days,  when  we  were  putting  up  hay  on 
our  ranch." 

"It's  been  lots  of  fun,"  Winky  said.  "Almost  as  much  fun 
as  if  I  were  working  on  my  own  ranch." 

"You  know,"  Grandpa  said,  "if  it  weren't  that  Winky 
liked  it  so  much,  I  think  I'd  like  to  have  that  pine  tree  in  our 
yard  moved  over  here.  Wouldn't  it  look  nice  in  this  yard?'* 

"We    were   just    saying    that   ourselves    in    the    house," 
Winky's  mother  said. 

"Move  it  over  here?"  Bobby  asked.  "That  pine  tree?  It's 
too  big,   isn't  it?" 

"Oh,"  Winky's  grandfather  said,  "just  before  Winky  and 
his  mother  moved  here,  I  was  thinking  about  having  it  cut 
down.  Then  my  wife  and  I  wondered  something  about  moving 
it  to  a  different  place  in  our  yard.  So  I  talked  to  the  people 
down  at  the  greenhouse  at  the  county  seat.  They  have  a  man 
there  who  is  good  at  moving  trees.  He  said  it  could  be  moved. 
It  wouldn't  cost  too  much,  either.  They  are  awfully  nice, 
those  people  down  at  the  greenhouse.  Why,  if  they  knew 
we  were  moving  it  for  this  man  coming  all  the  way  from 
South  America,  they'd  give  us  a  real  good  price.  1  know 
they  would." 

"Such  a  beautiful  tree,"  Winky  said.    "It's—"  He  stopped. 

"What,  Winky?"  his  mother  asked. 

"Nothing,"    Winky    said. 

"Please   tell   me." 

"Well  .  .  ." 
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"Well  what,  Winlcyr 

"Well,  Mom,  it's  sort  of  my  favorite.  I  really  like  that 
tree.  I  like  it  more  than  any  other  tree  I  know  of." 

'Then  I  guess  we'd  better  leave  it  just  right  where  it  is,** 
Grandpa  Wilcox  said.  He  looked  about  the  yard.  "Well,  it's 
going  to  look  pretty  nice,  when  we  get  all  those  shrubs  in 
here.  Well  plant  some  small  trees,  too.  They'll  grow.  Trees 
grow  pretty  fast  around  here,  you  know." 

Winky's  mother  laughed  softly.  'Tou  know  something,  boys, 
we  forgot  to  examine  the  most  important  room  of  all  in  the 
house." 

"Hey,  that's  right!"  Bobby  exclaimed.  "\\^e  didn't  look  at 
the  room  Mr.  Supadre's  son  is  going  to  have.  I'd  like  to  see 
it  — with  all  the  furniture  in  it.  Winky  and  I  were  busy  help- 
ing out  in  the  yard  when  the  furniture  was  moved  in  there, 
I  guess." 

So  :'r.zv  1.]  v,:'';e£  into  :>.e  ^.:us^  once  more.  They  went 
rgr.:  ::  :r.e  :::rr.  -.'.here  N':.  Supucre's  sen  v/cu!d  sleep. 

\'.':-.v.     Vv'ir.ky  e.\:la:~ied,  as  they  decked  inside  the  door. 
*'h   :h:5  ever  nice,  Mom!** 

'W:'".  '.:]:-  cihs:  r::ts  of  the  house,"  Mrs.  Wilcox  said,  "it 
needs  ^  ..::.e  :::~~ irg  up.  But  then  I  guess  the  boy  will 
bnr.g  :r.;r.:s  •.'.::!:  /..~  ..  ..^n  he  comes.  Boys  usually  do.  If  not, 
he   \'...-    s;:n    3:cu~:-"::e    things." 

V.':r.ky  s::  q--  =  "ky  :::  a  l:r.^  ri.T.e,  looking  over  toward  the 
de^k. 

V>  k.^r  i:e  y:u  :h:r.k:rg  about?"  Bobby  asked. 

*1  was  just  thinking  about  that  globe  of  the  world  IVe  got" 

Tou  me2"  -      hat  lights  up?" 

That's  ri:  I    vas  just  thinking  how  nice  it  would 

look  over  th  :;     n  :/::  >:.sk." 

"Say,"  Grandpa  Wilcox  said,  "that  boy  would  be  mighty 
happy  if  he  had  a  globe  like  that.  I  don't  know  where  we  can 
buy  any  like  that  around  here." 
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T  think  maybe  I'll  bring  it  over  here,  Mom.** 

"God  bless  you,  Winky,"  Winky's  mother  said.  She  put  her 
arm  on  her  son's  shoulder.  "That's  wonderful,  being  so 
unselfish." 

"How  about  those  antelope  antlers  I  have?"  Bobby  asked. 
'Wouldn't  they  be  neat  above  the  head  of  the  bed  there? 
I'll  bring  them  over,  if  it's  all  right  with  you,  Mrs.  Wilcox." 

"I  think  that  would  be  nice,  Bobby." 

"Boy,  you  really  liked  those  antlers,  Bobby,"  Winky  said. 
"Are  you  sure  you  want  to  give  them  away?" 

"I  think  I'd  like  for  them  to  be  here,'  Bobby  said.  "They'd 
make  that  boy  happy.    I  can  find  others." 

"That's  very,  very  nice  of  you,  Bobby,"  Winky's  mother 
said. 

"You  boys  are  learning  a  mighty  important  lesson,"  Grandpa 
Wilcox  added.  "You're  learning  that,  as  the  Bible  says,  It  b 
much  more  blessed  to  give  than  to  receive/* 


CHAPTER   TEN 


Winky  did  a  lot  of  thinking  that  evening.  He  was  thinking 
especially  about  the  beautiful  pine  tree.  There  were  many 
pine  trees  on  the  Wilcox  ranch.  And  Grandpa  Wilcox  had 
wanted  this  one  moved.  Maybe  it  was  the  thing  to  do. 

Once  more  he  remembered  the  Bible  verse  the  minister  had 
given  in  church.  And  let  us  not  be  weary  in  well  doing:  for 
in  due  season  we  shall  reaj),  if  we  faint  not. 

Of  course,  it  wasn't  that  he  wanted  God  to  reward  him.  He 
had  never  been  so  happy  as  he  had  been  these  past  few  weeks 
helping  get  the  Silverman  Ranch  ready  for  the  new  family. 
He  had  tried  to  help  before,  but  never  had  he  so  wonderfully 
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experienced  the  thrill  of  doing  things  just  for  others.  He  had 
learned  that  unselfishness  is  really  the  road  to  happiness. 

So  he  went  to  his  grandfather. 

"Grandpa,"  he  said,  "I've  been  thinking  about  that  tree. 
Do  you  really  believe  you  can  get  it  moved  before  the  Supadre 
family  comes?" 

Grandpa   Wilcox  pointed.    "You  mean   that  pine   tree?" 

Winky  nodded. 

"Well,  the  man  at  the  greenhouse  at  the  county  seat  said 
he'd  be  out  v^ithin  a  couple  of  hours  after  I  called  him.  They 
have  a  special  truck  they  use,  and  they  dig  up  a  whole  lot  of 
dirt  around  the  tree  and  move  it  just  as  slick  as  anything." 

"Then  let's  do  it,"  Winky  said.  "It  would  be  beautiful 
outside  that  wonderful  ranch  house.  And  I'd  get  to  see  it 
every  time  I  went  over  there  to  play  with  Mr.  Supadre's  son. 
Let's  put  it  there,  Grandpa.    If  it's  all  right  with  you." 

"I'll  call  the  county  seat  right  away,"  Grandpa  Wilcox 
said.    He  went  into  the  house. 

Winky  walked  over  to  the  pine  tree.  He  picked  up  one  of 
its  cones,  which  lay  on  the  grass.  He  took  a  deep  breath  of 
air.   He  liked  the  scent  of  pine. 

It  would  seem  strange  not  having  the  pine  tree  here  in 
the  ranch  yard,  and  yet  he  was  happy  that  it  was  going.  He 
hoped  that  Mr.  Supadre's  son  would  enjoy  the  tree  as  much 
as  he  had. 

Grandpa  Wilcox  came  outside  again  and  came  over  to 
Winky. 

"I  called  them,"  he  said,  "and  they'll  have  the  tree  moved 
over  to  the  Silverman  Ranch  by  tonight.  I  guess  I  should  say 
they'll  have  it  moved  over  to  the  Supadre  Ranch.  I  don't 
know  what  Mr.  Supadre  will  decide  to  call  it.  Many  times 
a  ranch  keeps  its  same  name.  Like  the  Dunwitte  Ranch  over 
there  by  Foothills,  for  example.  It  belongs  to  the  Jenkins 
family.  And  there  was  a  family  before  them  who  owned  it,  by 
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the  name  of  Sutter.  But  years  ago,  when  the  homesteaders 
first  came  in,  the  ranch  belonged  to  some  people  by  the  name 
of  Dunwitte.  That's  the  name  it  has  always  kept/' 

"What  about  the  Silverman  Ranch?"  Winky  asked.  "Has 
anyone  besides  Silvermans  ever  owned  it?" 

"Well,"  Grandpa  Wilcox  said,  "no  one  but  a  Silverman 
owned  it  until  the  bank  at  the  county  seat  got  it  after  Mr. 
Silverman  died.  Of  course,  they'd  have  no  reason  to  give  it  any 
other  name.  Come  to  think  of  it,  though,  Supadre  would 
be  a  good  name  for  a  ranch." 

"I'd  like  that  for  a  name,"  Winky  said.  "I'd  even  like  that 
for  a  name  of  a  ranch  of  my  own,  if  I  ever  had  one.  Of  course, 
if  these  people  call  theirs  the  Supadre  Ranch,  I  couldn't  call 
mine  the  same,  unless  I  got  a  ranch  far  from  here  sometime." 

"I  guess  you've  got  a  few  years  to  worry  about  that," 
Winky's  grandfather  said.  Then  he  grew  serious.  "Winky, 
I  can't  tell  you  how  proud  your  mother  and  your  grandmother 
and  I  are  of  the  way  you've  acted  these  last  few  weeks. 
You've  really  shewn  how  much  you  love  God  bv  the  way 
you  have  so  unselfishly  helped  get  this  ranch  ready  for  the 
man  from  South  America.  I'm  sure  God  is  going  to  reward 
you  somehow  more  wonderfully  than  you  ever  dreamed  He 
would." 

"Grandpa,"  Winky  said,  "I  haven't  done  it  to  get  any 
reward.  Honestly  I  haven't.  It's  been  a  reward  — all  the  fun 
I've  had  while  we  have  been  working  on  it." 

"I  like  to  hear  you  talk  that  way,  Winky,"  Grandpa  Wilcox 
said,  "but  I'm  sure  God  will  reward  you  in  other  ways, 
too.  He  usually  does,  when  people  unselfishly  do  as  you  have 
done." 

"You  mean  Mr.  Supadre  will  try  to  give  me  some  money?" 
Winky  said.  "I  don't  want  any  money,  Grandpa.  Really 
I  don't." 

Just  then,  Panhandle  came  walking  up  from  the  bam. 
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**When  are  we  going  to  drive  tliose  cows  over,  Mr.  Wilcox?" 
he  asked. 

"Well,"  Grandpa  Wilcox  said,  "I  thought  probably  tomorrow 
would  be  soon  enough.  Tomorrow  evening.  Then  they  will 
be  there  and  used  to  the  corral  by  the  time  the  new  tamily 
moves  in.*' 

"Has  Mr.  Supadre  bought  some  cows  from  you,  Grandpa?" 
Winky  asked. 

"We're  giving  him  some  of  our  cows,"  Grandpa  Wilcox  said. 
"In  fact,  I'm  giving  him  old  Bess." 

"Old  Bess!"  Winky  exclaimed.  "Why,  that's  your  best  cow, 
Grandpa!    She's  worth  any  two  other  cows  you've  got!" 

"Your  grandpa  is  a  very  unselfish  man,  Winky,"  Panhandle 
said,  as  he  turned  away.  "We'll  drive  the  cattle  over  tomorrow 
then,  as  you  suggest." 

"That's  really  something,  giving  old  Bess,"  Winky  said. 

'Well,  you  see,"  Grandpa  Wilcox  said,  "this  man  will  be 
just  starting  in  the  ranching  business.  It  takes  a  lot  of  money 
to  buy  good  livestock,  and  I  figure  old  Bess  will  really  ^et 
him  started  along  with  some  of  my  other  good  cows  that  I'll 
be  giving  him.  We're  going  to  give  him  about  a  dozen  cows.** 

"A  dozen  cows!"  Winky  exclaimed.    "Wow!" 

"We're  going  to  give  him  a  few  horses,  too,"  Grandpa 
Wilcox  said.  "I  wish  I  had  a  pony  we  could  spare.  A  good 
pony  costs  quite  a  bit  of  money,  you  know,  and  1  don't  know 
of  any  around  here." 

"Don't  you  suppose  that  boy  will  have  a  pony?"  Winky 
asked. 

"Not  right  away  anyway."  Grandpa  seemed  very  thought- 
ful as  he  spoke. 

"That's  too  bad,"  Winky  said. 

Again  there  was  silence. 

Then  Grandpa  Wilcox  said,  "There's  something  I've  been 
wanting  to  talk  to  you  about  .  .  .  about  that  boy,  Winky. 

50 


He  ...  he  isn't  the  ordinary  kind  of  boy.  He's  really  quite 
different.  He  really  should  have  a  special  kind  of  pony.  He 
should  have  a  pony  that's  at  least  as  gentle  and  wise  and  good 
as   Mustang   is." 

"Boy,  Grandpa,"  Winky  stammered,  "where  .  .  .  where 
would  you  ever  find  a  pony  as  nice  as  Mustang?"  Then  he 
thought  of  something.  "Is  there  something  wrong  with  this 
boy?    Is  he  crippled  or  something?" 

"Well  .  .  ."  Grandpa  Wilcox  didn't  seem  to  want  to  say 
more. 

Winky  thought  real  hard  for  a  moment.  "Grandpa,"  he 
said,  "are  you  suggesting  that  I  should  give  him  Mustang? 
Grandpa,  how  could  I  ever  give  up  Mustang?" 

"I  haven't  said  you  should  give  him  up,  Winky.  But  you 
are  able  to  ride  some  of  the  other  horses  on  our  ranch,  and 
so  maybe  you  could  loan  Mustang  to  the  new  ranch  for  a  few 
weeks.   Would  you  be  able  to  do  that?" 

"Well  ..."  i    IrJ^^I 

"It's  up  to  you,  Winky.  It  certainly  would  look  nice, 
though,  to  see  a  beautiful  pony  like  Mustang  there  when  the 
new  family  comes  in." 

"I  could  explain  to  the  new  boy  that  the  pony  was  really 
mine,  couldn't  I?  I  mean,  so  I  could  bring  him  back  here 
to  this  ranch." 

"I  think  you'd  be  able  to  bring  him  back  to  this  ranch,  if 
you  wanted  to,"  Grandpa  Wilcox  said.  "I  don't  think  you 
would  have  any  difficulty.  But  I  really  do  think  it  would  be 
nice  if  there  were  a  pony  like  Mustang  there  when  the  new 
family  comes." 

Winky  thought  for  a  long  moment.  He  remembered  what 
the  minister  had  said  about  being  unselfish.  Then  he  looked  at 
his  grandfather.  "If  you  think  it  would  be  nice  for  Mustang  to 
be  there  for  a  few  weeks,  Grandpa,  I'll  give  him  up.   I  really 
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would  like  to  have  him  back,  and  I  don't  mean  to  be  selfish, 

but-" 

"Winky,    I'm    sure    it   would   be    enough    if    you    just    let 

Mustang  be  there  when  the  new  family  arrives.   I'm  sure  that 

would  be  just  fine,  and  everything  would  work  out  all  right." 
"O.  K.,  Grandpa,"  Winky  said.   "I'll  do  it." 
"God  bless  you,  Winky!   You  won't  be  sorry!" 


CHAPTER  ELEVEN 


At  last   the  great   day   came! 

The  furniture  was  all  in  the  ranch  house.  The  fine  cattle 
and  horses  had  been  driven  over  to  the  barn  and  the  corral. 
The  shrubbery  was  all  in.  The  beautiful  tree  — Winky's 
favorite  pine  tree  — stood  in  the  ranch  house  yard.  It  looked 
even  more  beautiful  there  than  it  had  looked  in  the  Wilcox 
yard.  Deep  down  in  his  heart,  Winky  was  glad  he  had 
consented  to  have  it  moved,  even  though  he  missed  it  very 
much. 

Mustang,  too,  had  been  taken  over  to  the  corral  at  the  new 
ranch.  Mustang  seemed  to  like  it,  for  he  whinnied  happily  as 
Winky  gave  him  some  of  the  com  which  Grandfather  had 
taken   over. 

"The  new  family  is  moving  in  this  evening,"  Grandma 
Wilcox  said,  that  afternoon  at  the  Wilcox  ranch.  "Your 
mother  is  going  in  to  the  county  seat  to  make  the  final  arrange- 
ments." 

"I  wish  I  could  go  and  meet  them  when  they  come,"  Winky 
said. 

"Your  mother  has  already  gone,"  Grandma  Wilcox  said. 

Winky  had  been  so  excited  he  hadn't  even  noticed.  *ls 
she  going  to  meet  them?"  Winky  asked. 
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"Now  just  run  along  outside,"  Grandma  Wilcox  said.  'Tm 
fixing  up  a  nice  meal,  and  we're  going  to  take  it  up  there 
tonight  and  eat  with  the  new  family." 

"Boy!"  Winky  exclaimed.  "That's  wonderful!  May  Bobby 
come,  too?" 

"I  have  already  invited  him,"  Grandma  Wilcox  said.  "His 
mother  and  father  will  be  coming,  too.  I've  also  invited  the 
Sutherlands  and  the  O'Gradys." 

"Grandma!"  Winky  exclaimed.  "That's  going  to  really  be 
nice!  If  there  is  anything  I  can  do  to  help  you  get  the  food 
ready,  let  me  know." 

"I  will,"  Grandma  Wilcox  said.  "But  right  now,  you  run 
outside  and  play." 

Winky  thought  the  hours  of  the  day  would  never  pass. 
But,  finally,  the  sun  began  to  sink  in  the  west.  Panhandle 
finished  the  chores  around  the  bam  with  Winky's  help,  and 
Grandpa  Wilcox  returned  from  the  county  seat. 

"Where's  my  mother?"  Winky  asked. 

"She's  over  at  the  new  ranch  house,"  Grandpa  Wilcox 
said.  "She's  got  a  lot  of  final  arrangements  to  take  care 
of." 

"I  was  going  to  say  I'd  ride  over  and  help  her,"  Winky 
said,  "but  I  don't  have  Mustang  here."  A  funny  lump  came 
into  his  throat  as  he  said  that.  "You  know,  Grandpa,  Mustang 
seemed  kind  of  happy  to  be  over  there.  Made  me  feel  sort 
of  funny.  Do  you  suppose  he  can  tell  that  it's  all  nice  and 
new?" 

"He's  a  mighty  wise  pony,"  Grandpa  said. 

"It  kind  of  wonies  me,  one  thing,"  Winky  said.  "I  don't 
like  to  bring  it  up,  but  what  am  I  going  to  do  if  that  new 
boy  gets  to  liking  Mustang  too  much?  I  mean,  I  won't  want 
to  take  Mustang  away  from  him." 

"I'm  sure  everything  will  work  out  all  right,  Winky," 
Grandpa  Wilcox  said. 
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A  sharp,  fearful  pain  raced  like  a  strealc  of  lightning  across 
Winky's  chest.  Would  God  ask  him  to  give  up  his  pony? 
In  that  sermon  a  few  weeks  before,  the  minister  had  read 
the  verse:  But  whoso  hath  this  world's  good,  and  seeth  his 
brother  have  need,  and  shutteth  up  his  howels  of  contfassion 
from  hint,  how  dwelleth  the  love  of  God  in  him? 

Suppose  this  new  boy  really  needed  Mustang  for  some 
reason? 

"What  would  I  do?"  Winky  was  so  concerned  he  spoke  his 
thoughts  aloud. 

"What's    that?"    Grandpa    asked. 

Just  then  Grandma  Wilcox  came  to  the  door.  "I  need  some 
help!"  she  called.  "The  food  is  all  ready,  and  they  just  called 
from  the  ranch  house." 

"Is  the  new  family  there  yet?"  Winky  exclaimed. 

"Mr.  Supadre  came  in  from  South  America  this  afternoon," 
Grandma  said. 

"Boy!"  Winky  exclaimed.    "Is  his  son   there?** 

"The  whole  family  will  be  there  for  supper,"  Grandma  said. 
"Now  come  and  help  me  carry  this  food  out  to  the  car,  and 
we  will  be  on  our  way." 

"I'm  not  dressed  up,"  Winky  said,  as  he  came  running  to 
the  house.    "Shouldn't  I  put  on  my  good  clothes?" 

"No,  Winky,"  Grandpa  Wilcox  said,  "you  go  just  the  way 
you  are.  That's  the  way  Mr.  Supadre's  family  wants  it  to  be." 

It  seemed  strange  to  Winky,  but  then  he  was  dressed  in  his 
nice  cowboy  boots  and  his  new  cowboy  shirt  his  mother  had 
brought  back  from  the  county  seat  a  few  days  ago. 

Quickly,  they  placed  the  food  in  the  car  and  drove  away 
toward  the  Silverman  Ranch.  Winky  was  so  excited  he  could 
hardly  breathe.    His  heart  pounded  and  his  eyes  twinkled. 

Winky's  gang  had  already  arrived  when  the  Wilcox  car 
drove  into  the  yard  of  the  Silverman  Ranch. 
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"Isn't  it  beautiful?**  Winky  asked.  "Just  look  at  that  pine 
tree  there  in  the  yard.   Do  you  think  it  will  grow,  Grandpa?" 

'The  man  from  the  greenhouse  thought  that  it  moved  in 
good  shape,"  Grandpa  Wilcox  said.   "He's  sure  it  will  grow." 

Winky  wanted  to  jump  right  out  of  the  car,  as  soon  as 
they  arrived,  and  hurry  into  the  new  ranch  house.  But  he 
did  feel  a  little  bashful.  He  wasn't  even  sure  if  this  new  boy 
could  speak  English.  So  he  offered  to  help  carry  in  some  of 
the  food. 

In  a  couple  of  minutes,  however,  all  of  them  entered  the 
ranch  house.  It  bothered  Winky  a  little  bit  that  they  didn  t 
knock,  but  just  walked  right  on  in.  However,  his  mother 
was  in  the  kitchen,  and  they  came  in  through  the  back 
door,  so  maybe  it  was  all  right. 

"Where  is  the  new  family?"  Winky  whispered  to  his  mother. 
"How  is  the  new  boy?  Is  he  nice?" 

"He's  the  dearest  boy  in  all  the  world!**   Mrs.  Wilcox  said. 

"May  I  meet  him?" 

"Follow  me,**  Winky*s  mother  said,  as  she  took  his  hand. 
They  walked  into  the  living  room. 

Suddenly,  everyone  in  the  living  room  began  singing  a 
familiar  song  which  they  used  at  the  Foothill  Sunday  school 
whenever  someone  came  for  the  first  time. 

There's  a  welcome  here!    There's  a  welcome  herel 
There's   a   Christian   welcome   here! 
There's  a  welcome  here!   There's  a  welcome  here! 
There's  a  Christian  welcome  here! 

Winky  looked  around  anxiously,  but  he  saw  no  one  other 
than  his  gang  and  their  parents  and  Grandpa  and  Grandma 
and  his  mother  and  himself. 

"Where*s  Mr.  Supadre  and  his  family?"  Winky  askeJ. 
"Why  are  these  people  singing  when  the  new  family  isn't 
here?" 

"The  new  family  is  here,**  Winky *s  mother  said. 
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'Well   .   .   /*  Winky  stammered. 

Bobby  couldn't  keep  quiet  any  longer.  "Mr.  Supadre's  son 
is  right  there  above  the  fireplace,  Winky!"  Bobby  exclaimed. 

"What?"  Winky  asked,  as  he  looked  up  above  the  fireplace. 
There  was  a  beautiful  big  mirror  there,  and  all  Winky  could 
see  was  himself. 

"You  are  the  son  of  the  new  family  that's  going  to  move 
into  this  beautiful  ranch  house,"  Winky's  mother  said. 

"I  am?"  Winky  asked.  He  felt  sort  of  dizzy,  as  though  he 
were  half  asleep  and  only  dreaming  what  was  happening. 

Just  then,  Winky  heard  footsteps  coming  from  one  of  the 
side  rooms.   He  looked,  just  as  a  man  came  walking  in. 

"This  is  Mr.  Supadre,"  Winky's  mother  said.  Her  voice 
was  so  full  of  happiness  that  she  almost  began  to  cry. 

"Mr.  Supadre?"  Winky  gasped.   "That  .  .  .  that's  my  dad!" 

And  it  was  Winky's  father,  back  home  at  last,  all  the  way 
from  South  America  where  he  had  been  working  for  the 
government.  He  came  over  to  Winky  and  picked  him  up 
and  gave  him  a  big  kiss.  Then  holding  Winky  with  one  arm, 
because  he  was  very  strong,  he  put  his  other  arm  around 
Winky's  mother  and  gave  her  a  kiss,  too. 

"It's  true,  Winky,"  he  said,  "I  am  Mr.  Supadre.  You  see, 
Winky,  we  wanted  to  surprise  you.  Supadre  is  a  name  we 
made  up.  In  Spanish  su  'padre  means  'your  father.'" 

Winky  had  never  been  so  excited  before  in  all  his  life. 
Now  he  began  to  understand  everything  that  had  happened 
these  past  few  weeks. 

"See  now  what  I  meant,"  Grandpa  Wilcox  said,  wiping  a 
tear  from  his  eye,  "when  I  said  Mr.  Supadre  was  the  wealthiest 
man  in  all  the  world?" 

"No  wonder  they  had  you  decide  on  things,  Winky!"  Bobby 
exclaimed.  "You're  Mr.  Supadre's  son!"  Teasing,  he  added, 
"Can  you  speak  English,  Amigo?" 

"Wow!"  Winky  exclaimed. 
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"I'm  glad  you  let  me  pick  out  things  for  your  room/' 
Bobby  said.  "I  thought  I  really  was  picking  out  things  for 
a  boy  from  South  America.  I  didn't  know  the  secret  until 
today." 

"The  tree!"  Winky  exclaimed.  "No  wonder  you  wanted 
the  tree  over  here!  It's  my  tree!  And  the  furniture!  And 
letting  me  pick  out  where  the  house  would  stand!  Wow! 
And  Mustang!  Sure,  no  wonder  you  wanted  Mustang  over 
here!  He  belongs  here!  On  my  ranch!" 

"You  see  how  you  would  have  spoiled  everything,  Winky, 
if  you  had  been  selfish?"  Winky's  mother  asked.  "And  do 
you  see  how  greatly  you  have  been  rewarded  by  not  being 
selfish?" 

Now  it  was  Winky  who  had  tears  in  his  eyes.  They  were 
big  tears,  and  he  didn't  try  to  hold  them  back.  They  rolled 
down  his  cheeks.  Once  again  God  had  taught  him  that 
being  a  Christian  is  the  most  wonderful  thing  in  all  the 
world.  And  that  living  like  a  Christian,  once  you  have 
taken  Jesus  Christ  as  your  Saviour,  is  the  surest  way  to  be 
happy. 

Once  more,  the  Bible  verse  came  to  his  mind.  And  let  us 
not  he  weary  in  well  doing:  for  in  due  season  we  shall  reaf, 
if  we  faint  not. 

"Boy,"  Winky  exclaimed,  "It's  wonderful  to  have  you 
home   again.   Dad!" 

"I'm  home  to  stay,  Winky,"  Winky's  father  said.  He  had 
tears  in  his  eyes,  too.  It  wasn't  easy  tor  him  to  talk,  he  was 
so  happy.  "This  is  going  to  be  our  ranch,  Winky.  This  is 
where  we  are  going  to  live.  We're  going  to  be  very  happy." 

"Boy!"  Winky  exclaimed. 

"And  if  it's  all  right  with  you,  Winky,  we'll  call  it  the 
Supadre    Ranch.    What    do   you    say?" 

"Sure!"  Winky  exclaimed.  "How  can  it  have  any  other 
name?   The  Supadre  Ranch!" 
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By   KEN   ANDERSON 

THE  WOLF  DOG 

Prize  Winner  in  Zondervan s  $1,000.00 

juvenile  Christian  Fiction  Contest 

Here's  a  warm-hearted,   sympathetic  story  of  a  boy 

and   his   dog,   that   will   join   the   ranks   of   best-loved 

dog  stories  at  the  very  top  of  the  list.    Ages  9  -  16. 

The   "\\  inky"   Series 

Exciting,  appealing,  Qiristian  adventure  stories  for 
boys  and  girls  9  to  14  years  of  age.  Over  90,000  in 
print. 

WINKY   LOST   IN   THE  ROCKIES 

WINKY,  MOUNTAIN   DETECTIVE 

WINKY  MEETS  THE  GYPSIES 

WINKY  SOLVES  A  MYSTERY 

WINKY  MEETS  THE  MYSTERIOUS  STRANGER 

WINKY  MEETS  THE  GHOST  LION 

WINKY  CAPTURES  THE  CATTLE  RUSTLERS 

WINKY  AND  THE   ENCHANTED   FOREST 

WINKY  AND  THE  SHORT  WAVE  RADIO 

Washable,  laminated  covers. 

By  CRAIG  hhfK^'^^'i 

The  "Captain  Daley"  Series 

Mystery    and    adventure    stories    for    boys    and    girls 
8  to   12.    Titles  in  the  series  are: 
CAPTAIN  DALEY'S  CREW  AT  THUNDERHEAD  LAKE 
CAPTAIN    DALEY'S  MISSING   HOUSE   BOAT 
CAPTAIN  DALEY'S  CREW  IN  DANGER 
CAPTAIN    DALEY'S    CREW   AND    THE    PEG-LEGGED 

TRAMP 
CAPTAIN    DALEY'S   CREW   AND   THE   LONG-EARED 

TAXICAB 
CAPTAIN  DALEY'S  CREW  AND  THE  JUNGLE  SHIP 

Washable,  laminated  covers. 
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